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fspei i.dlv . 0 . his Ilf lo. HI hi I him mi i 'm i tl 1 . olv 
in a Mttit<*st wiilj a (^iiakii his Ii’ « m o- 
proclucftl horr, is as t'litaf .i. atisthiu’ in llnsssilli 
book, WtlPr imUrd than ans of h. h ii do ihioloinii *, 
and tanirs in oven phra i ila <im\i'tion of truth 
The latest and best studs of Joliipon. \lt Hindi 
KingsmiirsSflmnr/ JflAniow to^j.iirati NiinaSiwaid 
as a trustworthy witness. 

An absolute sinierity and (itlrlii) to lai i ts thr th * 
tinctive feature of Anna Sev.at<rs rkuii|inons of hej 
contenijporaries; and the tonstcpirnt v.dur of het 
opiniont on them is enough t<j fustif) the appraiaiue 
01 a volume which, rigidly ext hiding duise tfrlious 
critical disquisitions on the Itterature of p«ist ages that 
take up the greater panofher private rorres|tondi'tH e, 
ceMOcentrates on the people and habits of her time 
And if, in our enjoymotit of the matter here displayed, 
we laugh at the manner of displayal, we should not 
forget mat tmfo li garbed in strange fashtom and that 
whlb every foshkoi goes out (d'date the body of truth 
benetfo it rentains naked to the disceniing eye. 

Here, then, few die first tiiBHe, Anna Seward may be 
JumM on her veal merits, without the disabltng 
adtidixi of hiw own unreadable critkismi, the de* 
ririve nptei iri* didtonest cofiiittimtaiin^ 
liag pfofuwntries oC othw peofl^i blofni|)|^ 

to 



PREFACE 


We may, if it amuses us, emulate Macaulay and 
fill the mai^ins of this book ssith entertaming remarks 
on her quaint phrases. ‘So the brilliant Sophia has 
conimenctd Babylonian,’ she wrote of a friend. 
‘That is to say,’ noted Xfacaulay in his copy of her 
letters, ‘she has tak< n a house in town.’ Occasionally 
she w'as H‘ally obscure. ‘Your obliging pre!>cnt was 
extieinelv at ceplable,’ she once wrott*: ‘The trans- 
migrating gentry of dusky pinion art great strangers 
Iierc.’ bir Waller Scott helped us at this point. 
‘Wofidcotls,’ he eNpIained. 

Her style will gisc us man> siuh thances. But 
while thuckling over our ssitty liings we may as well 
remember that site was not onl> an lionest but a good 
woman; which does not mean that her morals were 
beyond reproach (though they certainly were), but 
that her heart w'as in the right place. 

H.P. 
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She was born at K\an» in IhilnNliite, h her 

father was rc( tor, on De< < njber i 1 7 j- U h* n shi* 
was seven \eais rdd ih< famils w(ni tn latlfuld, 
wheie her fallur lu(anu‘ ( anon R« nn 11 \ I nc 
^cars later thev moved into ihi l*it h < in the 

Cathedral Close, wliiili soon Imami *tiu tt i it iif 
every person in that neii*hhiimhoofi who h tl am 
taste for letters’, and w.is Atnui's h< me h 1 il » tt t of 
her life. She was a pn tot Ion^ i hild \t ilit .i"» of 
three she was erif oiiiayt tl h\ In 1 tatlai toit H Shtkt^- 
peaie and Milton, and !)s the litne ht v t mm t mihi 
recite the first thite itf CanMi r h /, In i mfltt- 

tions prosinc; that she kness what it vsas alHaii \f 
twelve .she began wiiiing jMiettv ami vs is not dis- 
couraged by her father until theie m « im ti a hkt hhotxl 
that her verst's wouki et iipsr his 

Following the custtan of those da>s the Stvsanls had 
a number of tlnldrtu, who eiihti thtd tn iitf.un v or 
were still-born, but one othri gni, S,uah. snrsisrtl 
the hecatomb of off-stmtig. The t InIdhotH) of Anna 
and Sarah seems to have been hajtpv ami hraithy; 
though Anna was luifttrttmale entnigh iti »jxi«l tme 
of her holidays with a lady who liehrved m k»ls of lixxl 
and no exercise. The result was that Anna put on 
weight to such a deforce that a steady course td starva- 
tion and pedcstrianism failetl to rcstoie her svlphhke 
shapeliness. For the rest of her life, her fnewls 
described her appearance as 'majestic', she refened 
to herself as ‘portly’, while her detrae tom were not 
above terming her ‘obese*. 

When Anna was still in her 'teens a girl itaimed 
Honora Sneyd, aged five, came to live with the 
Sewards. Anna grew strangely attached to this ehiki, 
taught her the classics, and eventually made her the 
object of a lomantic devotion which, in happier rtr- 
(uunstances, might have been bestowed upon a member 
ofthe sex morelkely to profit fay it. Tin it not to say 
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THF SWAN OF LICHFIELD 

that she Has iiHlifTcrent to masculine attractions; but 
it so happened that tno of the men she cared for did 
not return hei affection, a third was hnanciaUy 
embarrassed, and a fourth was already manied. The 
first three may be disposed of at this point. 

In 17G2 she met a young military gentleman named 
Taylor. He had ‘a dignified seriousness, an air of 
refined attachment, not to a present but an absent 
object’. Anna feit a wish, she .says, ‘to hear from 
himself the Instoiy of his mind, and to pour the balm 
of pity into the Hounds of lose’. He confessed that 
he Has hopelessly m lose ssitli a c ertain lady. Anna’s 
sympathy and interest sseie awakened to such an 
extent that aftc-r seseral neeks he gasc her ‘slight and 
transient hints of transferring attachment’. His regi- 
ment left lachfieUl and they ‘separated ssith tender, 
but not visibly impassiemed regret’. Tho years later 
they met ac c iclentally in London, ‘and acknowledged 
love’, though Mi, Taylor’s prote.stations Here ‘so 
appaiently reasonable and serene, a.s not once to 
inspire an idea that, if authority should break our 
engagement, his passion would prove nnextinguish- 
ablc*. Authoiity, in the person of her father, did 
break the engagement; in fact, when the (lanon heard 
that Mr. Taylot’s income left much to be desired, he 
wrote him a furious letter and treated Anna to ‘the 
hourly shot of angry eyes’. 

Anna believed that so placid a lover as Mr, Taylor 
would *fcx>n recover from the disappointment, a con- 
viction which left her heart ‘vacant to receive another 
imprmion more instant and enthnsiastic' than she had 
ever previously expcTienccd. This happened in 1765, 
when a young man, CJornet Vyse, returned to Uen- 
ficld, after receiving a military education in France, 
‘with the united fi^accs of early youth, the dignity of 
manhood, and with politeness which had the first 
polish. He was tall, and, in my eyes, extremely 
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lovely ’ For thrcr months f i»in(f V\sr i, ,4 vrulu- 
ousl) Attentive and ,uclnitlv att tt I m 1 t» iiu Hi 
behaviour then sudtltnlv altntii lioni fuunouKd 
fimmi loKKil (ivihtN, boitlniiu'^ ujm n uttt 1 n<iih«t ’ 
It stems that t mnei \v « had anihiiioii Jh svanted 
to list in the vsmUl andlu v*.tiitidmt m « funad 

his attention l<* one 0} Anna’ vs<a!ih\ and tijrKt 
intnnafe fnends ‘on vslio* boom I } ui hid ihose 
mtngli (i ti ais of ituliun uion indlnn taltinduni v 
vshuli Iw had laiMd to tiou .ml n hmmI hu 
After a jxikkI of evtiinif vniihnhti s, Vtmi ii- 
loveiid and ‘luaid thm impt* d (a d hiiI < nt t lah' 

I rom that turn she dnid»d ih ti hi u idd mvti hr 
'the olyVtt of last mg passton', and thouyh hi had 
mail) profHisais of inaiiiat'e, rh«> did not suit Ini 
‘native entluniaMn’ and she nnnn! tliini liovui It 
was perhaps fortunate lor her that ( ontn \ s*t was 
ambitious, for though h> studious st< and the tan ful 
choice oftonsorts he bet ame a (tineiai, Ins lust !su» 
wives died in childbirth within a >eai 01 sool niarnaire 
To show there was no ilhfcehiig, Amu wiote a Munod) 
on the death of the first 

But she had not yet done with Mr ’Fay ior (*011! 
years after the Canon had taken a firm hand with her 
nbnst suitor she met him in laindon, again by a« < tdent 
*He deekred his unceasing alfeetinn, and told me that 
he had returned to England with the hope that an 
acqtiisttion to his fortune would induce my lather to 
emtsent to our union.* Anna was completely taken 
alMidk; Inst she puUed henelf together and wrote him 
a lethsr “confeson^ the chaise in iny heart rrtpetting 
himseir. Nearly thirty years later she received a 
kttef flom the lady who bad married Mr. Taylor 
{now a Cbtonel), fiom whkb it impeared that her 
ne^band had never ceased to talk of Idles Sevmrd m a 
MtHfon of beauty and all the vkttim. IkMMMiilfig a 
Me leigive under this treatment* Mn. TaylorW 
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obtained Miss Seward's works and from them had 
imagined the authoress to be, if possible, more mar- 
vellous than her Imsband had said she w as. Anna did 
her best to correct the lady's extravagant estimate of 
hcisclf, anti was unable to account for the Colonel’s 
persistent infatuation. In fact, she firmly believed 
that Mrs. Taslor had exaggerated the situation until, 
three months later, the Colonel’s mysterious bciiaviour 
convinced tier to the contrary. 

In passing ihxough Lichfield the Colonel called at 
Anna's house. ‘I ssas dressing. My man-servant 
brought his card upstaiis. ^\hllc he did that, my 
housekeeper, coming up the stairs from the kitchen, 
saw a gentleman w’hom she did not know, stand at the 
foot of the next flight of stairs, looking up them with 
earnest medandioly c>es. Perceiving her, he went 
back into the hall; and when the man brought my 
message to request his going into the parlour, and to 
say that 1 would be clown immediately, lo! he had 
vanished.’ Upon being taxed by his wife on the 
subject of this sisit, the Colonel explained; ‘I had no 
sooner entered the house than I became sensible of 
my perilous state of feeling, and fled with precipita- 
tion.’ Anna regretted that he had not stayai for 
what she believed would have been ‘a spell-dissolving 
interview*. 

Her third lovc-<iffaii was of a different nature from 
the two just recorded. The leading physician of 
Liclifield and its neighbourhood was Dr. Erasmus 
Darwin, who was on terms of close friendship with 
the Seward family. He had shown a keen interest in 
Anna’s first poetical exertises. ‘He became a sort 
of poetic preceptor to me in my early youth,* she 
sa\«; ‘if 1 have critical knowledge in my fiivourite 
science, I hold m^lf chiefly indited for it to him.’ 
Her growing affection for him was the subject of some 
amtiieittent among their friends, and the fret that he 
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was ah«MfK inajnni tM ]ui'tutln t i uk ’ t \jifr 
the ti« afh <il *h( (l(i( tni’ tii \s U n ' tiMc’i.jht, 
less havf m.iiriMl him Hh< ImI is i n } « iO i , J ,5, , ^ 
but, thmip^li Mill .itn riU' f to hu p m !< ii ir'rd 
her with .1 i Iimu «\e iml t< a** ’ h h [ tniinl 
intim.uies fm a iim ir» I 0 i tl f P * 1 h h jii 

Ime ssith a wu’i,*, t m* i iti ii ), ii 

Luhhehl, imit h In Vium mi tin 

Hr! lilt aivi mol rtipMim ! » ill 1 ih I not 

brionif* moiis until lu < ' i' out 1 P mm 1 , u 
began at a muth « tilui punii ) ' 1 '' o t \ is, 
atcorthng to )nr, tiu mot vsoiiPiM I o m m ih< 
workl He was oui oi flu mi u ii it' * tin i ith- 
dral, and it was hr who tamtht bn f > Imi mu u, 
cspet tally the mus» ol Handrl Mi h m) Ino’ n him 
from her twelfth yeai he was « adit m n In r m mot 
and It was piobaltly due to liw tiumbh m'am urntr ai 
much as to his marnagt , sslm h w.i a t.iiluu ih it she 
did not liegin to realise the trui iiitmi ol hrt hilmg 
for him until she was muldle.agid A* we shall we, 
he became her sole inieresi in hh a(i»r ih< ihafh of 
her father; but now we must letiiin **«il itasi^l liitu kH 
with her tliroufjh the years 

A turning-point in her hie ouurrrtl sshin du was 
barely sixteen. Dr. Darwin tiinl to persuade C»tiioii 
Seward that his eldest daughtei had real portuai 
talent and should Ix' encouraged to write (.mm 
Seward did not want Anna to waste her time m«r 
wem» when she ought to be thinking of iitairiagr, and 
he questioned her talent. Darwin promptly uiitaitmi 
him that his daughter's poems were better than any- 
thing he could rfiow. This should have put the Canon 
cm m mettle; but he behaved more tike a panent than 
a poet* forbade Anna to write anotlier line, and 
osdmnnil her to turn her athmtion to nccdlewmi. In 

*fm * liiB tceoemt of Aima Stwiurd't nlMtoMfi wtili Bnmm 
nSMila, m ibe p«em imHeir*s itetar Dmwk (iHe). 
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spite of this, life passed pleasantly enough for her; 
there were dances and musical parties (’when Saville 
sang) and dinners; there 'were famous \isitors, and 
public celebrations of national e-i'ents, and lessons on 
the harpsichoid, and trips to Buxton and Matlock, 
and clntlies to be bought, and netted bags to be made, 
and letters to be Asntten, and, above all, Honora to 
be taught and displaced and adored. A considerable 
dheision was also caused b> a determined attempt on 
the part f)f her paunts to marr> off their younger 
(huighlci, Saiah, to Joseph Porter, Di. Johnson’s 
slepsttn The ari.ingtment was made by (orrespond- 
etue, heloie Sarah had set eyes on lier intended 
inisiiand. In due course Joseph arrived, a short, 
pale-faced, round-shouldered, middle-aged, \ulgar 
person. At first he flirted with Anna and ignored 
Sarah; but he turned up again two da>s later and pro- 
posed marriage to Saiah, who accepted him as in duty 
bound. The constant sight of him during the next 
few' weeks, howevci, was too much for Sarah. She fell 
ill, rallied, relapsed, and died. Joseph instantly 
turned his attention to Anna, who made short work of 
him; and he disappeared unteremoniouslv from his- 
tory. Anna found solatc for the death of her sister in 
poetry and musk , and a little later she was taken com- 
pletely out of hcisclfby the excitements of a first visit 
to London. 

In 176b Richard I^jvcll Edgeworth stayed with Dr. 
Darwin at Lichfield. Anna liked him at first and 
much enjoyed hh company, little realising that in the 
years to come she would hate him for insincerity, 
trrachery, and even, in her opinion, murder. He 
admired her beautiful eyes, her rich auburn hair and 
her wit. She admired his polish, his looks, his air of 
breeding, his vivacity. His visit was all too brief. 
Four years passed by, durii^ which Anna had an 
accident, which injured her knee and gave her a 
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j»f rmannit Imp, iwl hri tiatliiw !!< ii ra Im tin nt. 
fnettllii I '.niiiii! natiKti fuhn \ntUf ulm un^* 
ftf a {jtitf \( M ( maK h 1 1 ii*K •>« m 1* d in I n ! nn 1 \h 
was m a I 'indr»n 1 rauitm Inn ht \ \ v hini us 

.uul wantnl )fiin tin atnn IlifilKi fr‘/m pfuj 
mam hapjn hunt m 'lh» «li ar hi n ii n‘ < \niiti* 
(alltd Anna > dti . in««r»t(*ni ttul ^ < n I < iri inu,} 

tnl/nulnii \iuii ahti lla II luhK i} n nihl' unit li, 
Isframf fh» utipnnf i»f Ji ’‘iitnn mki hmi 
NmIUss In MS, Unnoi.i I tfhii St tu • ( in fn* 
pagrmrnt ssith i man s'^ hn ssas pm t m i h m jjfi pi< 

pt'l H 

In 1770 lalgtssfinh inutmtl in fulhild th?> 
gurst «ri hnmas I)a\. sshn h ui lali n a I tm » m Sinni* 
valley in order to he near Di Dtiwin \n i tmu the 
trouble stalled lust Ldtustoidi wi.i) w is .dtradv 
married) and hnallv Das (ell m lose with Hunora 
Sneyd. Anna strong!) disaiipmsnl i<l th»' i pro- 
reedlngs, luid did her best to shu Id Honiu i fiom their 
frank admiration^ wishing to lesersr hei fut \injre 
Even the thought of h»s«ng Honora to \ndre was 
painful to her, for by now she w as |Mssiofi.uel> attai bed 
to her beautiful pupil, her sotil-sisier Many sears 
later she svrote of this peritKl. ‘The riuitits ot Honor a*s 
society, when her advaitring puth g.ne equality to 
our ccemecticm, made IJichfirid an raieiiR srene to 
me, from the year ijfsfi to 1771/ In Maiih 1771 
AiulNi ®pt a commission in the army, and Mr. Day, 
alhtf imbnmng Edgeworth that his pamion for the 
h^y was ciiniina! in the circumstances, brgan to svoo 
lloitMmi. But Hemora dkt not care fiw* Day's ideal 
of die nmnded stam, arid refected his pro^^ This 
lilk die field clear for Edgesvorth, who escapad temp* 
Mdoii by ^ng his wife aiuJ fiimUy to IWce. A 
Iw bi» Ms wife was consMefate enough to die, and 
wlm five i^ths, to the fray of Anna, b« maified 
lidMMi* » exaggeration to taydnlAyo^ 
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into mourning for Honora fiom tlip moment she be- 
came cngagal to Ertgc’iAorth. ‘The tsubli'.hed habits 
of my life weie Inokcn, and the native gaiety of my 
spirit < U rnall> (chpstd. ... No spnghtl> parties did 
I piomote, oi when I could help it, join, through the 
years 1773 4 3-6.’ She never forgave Tdgcwwth, 
and when Honora died in 1780 she prat tic ally accused 
him of murdiTing her, because he allowed her to 
puisne lur doniestit duties when in a feeble state of 
health. Lighteen y<ais after the marriage she could 
still rtkr to ‘the sp<tions, tht false, the cruel, tiic 
niurchrous Edgtwoith, who cimkcicd first and then 
crushed to death, the hmst of human flowers’. 

Honora gone, the daily round lost its savour, the 
mornings held no promise. But she could still lead 
poetry and listen to the songs of Savillc and appieciatc 
the botanii.il g,irden that l)i. Darwin plantccl a mile 
from Lichfield and join Lady Millei’s litirary circle 
at Bath-Laston and write poems. Her Elegy on Cap- 
tain Cook attracted the attention of the lettered world 
and even won a tribute from I)r. Johnson. In the 
.same year that saw' the death of Honora, Anna’.s 
mother passed away and Andr^, now a Major, was 
hanged as a spy during the War of Independence in 
Amerka. In a transport of indignation Anna sat 
down and wrote a Monody on the Death of Major Andri^ 
which included a savage attack on Washington. 
The poem had an immediate success and was quoted 
cvcrjovherc. Two interesting cfFcrts of the momdy 
may be noted. A Mr. Seward who was serving with 
General Eliott (the Hero of Gibialtar) was asked by 
the General whether he was related to the authoress 
of that poem. He replied that he Iiad the honour of 
being distantly related but had never met her. Tt is 
sufficient, Mr. Seward, tliat you bear her name, and a 
fiiir reputation,* said the General, *to entitle you to 
llie notice of every soldier who has it in his powor to 
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srr\<' and ti'ldnt( a lanthn ^ 

hud a ai inv tali!*, and t iih'I' '■»*1* 

cumc, amnilif'iinti it tnas !** in i *- p' 

you cwntullv, 1 sliill i> t '‘‘>1' HH’itnUi.n 

Smtf thtw da%s (.rnrtaU hn*' if ' ' 'd'n H*(' a 1 1 tc 

If)!* tiNt v * 

Mothfi'ii’^nli td lit* t ’V” 

A ftw Mat' al!(i prau na «'M'ii'd 
Ellwand and \nHina. {.<•»« ta) ' » • ' '»- 

miMioim! an nfivn to v%ait upon \h S* td aiH 
finuj thi* |)f i nuH ui- 

cumsum<Mdlusldrl.ad!»**u o.MMd a u. !«> 

ccmuffd in l!n‘ Momw!' on Aiuit* a^ ih* jattlr.j 
author of his ij^itominnms iatr, tliat la had lahountl 
to save him aiul tliat hr irqursird Iki attrntion m 
paprn cm ihr suhirc l sslni li In liad *d hs ihi< •‘In' < r 
for licr iwnmr Anna ssas s.«nsiir*l \mU» Ua * xplana. 
tion c«ntaiii«i in thr paprs and rrahscd dial dir h.id 
bcfji unjuit to (Jt'iirral VVasluintton 

Her EUty an Capimn ( 00k K.unrd her thr furmUhin 
of WUliam lla>lry, s^ho v^as thr most fa»lnonahir ami 
popuiar poet of hi# time, a man viho «uipahd rc|nal!y 
to the salon ami thr street, a v>rt «n i.imt- Kipling. 
Anna call# him ‘the traiiscrmlrnt hard «i »hf pirsriit 
aera*. Haylry came to ftay ssith her lor a fonnight, 
and they fell at one another'# fret. Hay lev thought 
she was a handsome edition of Ourm Kli/abeth, amt 
he was deeply impncusetl by Saville's singing. But Uie 
oowd of callers, including many clergy, had a de^ 
pceasisig effect on him and he Wived m ma»P •» 
hu^ntitat to the dear solitude of Eaitham . <)f 
eoutie Anna returned the visit, and during hw i^y 
on the Suuex hills was painted by Romney. Haywy 
^jt^s — I Aima and %rrott poeiro <»i her geiitttt. iwna 

I Hayley and wrote poeins on b». Mn. 
•dndied both, but wrote no mm, her chw 
**««» to the party being ‘her ilf^puar laugh, 
aft 
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frequent and cxresNis e, puit all proportion to its cause’. 
Altogcthei it was a happy holiday of highbrows. 

In the summer of 1784, following her shit to the 
Has loss, she ssas at iiuxton. The weather was un- 
propitious and she puferred ‘umbiag<‘ou> cnunences* 
to ‘high wilt! hills', but the tompany was select and 
she was happ>. T found a pleasing succession of 
animated iiours in the medle> soiiety of that crossded 
scene,’ she says, ‘hunounded by an agreeable and 
nuiueious tompany a cIis|)osition, social as mine, felt 
Utile disposed to mourn oser the inverted seasons. 
We had nna h nutital sunshine; not once, as I recollect, 
ssas it ovt i.shadosttii by tenacious pride, by envy, or 
by spleen. Thus tlid cheei fulness, and unanimity, 
eomiK'nsiite the straightness of our dusky mansion, the 
inelegame of its boaid, the unpleasant effluvias which 
met us on tlie stain ase, and in every passage.’ Per- 
haps it nt ver sti ut k her that these intcllcc tual gluts 
were not ahsays to the taste of her gentlemen ftiends, 
however well-bred; for wc find this revealing passage 
in one of her letters: ‘With all his good taste in litera- 
ture and ladies, he has some unaccountabilities. . . . 
One of these fimeies is the perpetual scampering off 
from a very agreeable and tomiortable home into the 
neighbouring villages, and there indolently wasting 
day after day with beings of little congeniality to 
himself.’ She was home again in the autumn of ’84 
in the scenery she loved best: ‘Tlie autumnal glory of 
this day puts to shame the summer's sullcnness. I sit 
writing upon this dear green terrace, feeding at in- 
tervals my little golden-breasted songsters. The em- 
bosomed vale of St(»we, which you know it overlooks, 
glows sunny through the Claud-Lorain-tmt, which is 
spread over the .scene, like the blue mist over a plumb,’ 

At the end of 1784 Dr. Johnson died and Anna 
Seward bc^an writing about him. Her portrait of 
him differs from Boswell's. She had seen him, at 

as 



I H ) 


w \ \ »» 1 t I < n 1 M 1 If 


rfRii).ir uitfn.il , Tm n * ’ I't’l < \ fi nins» hr* 
prriodH tni*** Kt Ini lull 1 !* v* I'd, uni 

rwrnicl vj'.r^v hfiiJi I)» n ihirr 

of lus tu otii I'fvsn.' u*!* »' !l ' ii I t )( n ihit 
tlmr (livMimhi! 1 i<tf mhoi.vi t« uf fiiihtliMluH 
diflikiiiti; hu, ‘ir (ujih t.url a ' < mu! hr 

alwavs <Npirvr d {i I n f t'U la It* ih ti < »> ji. 
luniini? U» I.U Itfn )«r 0»J( I h* If hM • 1 M I h< V < uhl 

h.iHH 4 <!<»« il .u II. id il t I * i 1*1' \’>n i ?»- 

piird, ihi u, mu r lt« < « t i i < » (»» in 

It b) hiait, .un! \\hit ulti n If 1 1 t .• i ' <ilv.r!i.i 
delight that rn‘NN'* Ia Nvhit it I*' 1 ij u ih* ’ 

grtmlrd JohiiMm, ‘m » ml' it *fl l»i! tit' No 
wonder Mir ihoughl |»imiiK »il hi up im u ami hi it 
to lx* forghrii l»tr asnitium!; that this 'vvia d'< i.iird 
by maliie, rnv) and NpUm '\Nr mu t mu ui our 
enthudtumi towards thme who .uf in t ihnuvHrs 


enthimaits/ ihr <aiefttll> imiid, ‘h t ihr v.aim tii- 
genious heart difrat, by its iMe*>, it* dcanst jiur- 
POMSS.* 

When Boswell applied to her fm aneidutn of 
Johmoit, file M*nt several and irginird that Mis 
laiqr Porter ‘could communicate more than f-he ssould 
talce the trouhle of doing. ... I do wa lieliese that a 
Imeeling world would obtain from Iter the letteis you 
wiih for/ Anna could not underitaiid Mn. Poiier’i 
iwQilhip of ‘tile old literary Colossus*. ITiough she 
had h^rd her scolding Johnson like a sdiool-boy for 
MdiyiiiK bar Boor with hi* shon» yet the poor soul 
thuHi^t him ‘almoft next to the Deity in perfection'. 
Otoe cd* foe aiuscdotai that ste tent was received by 
Scmrell with polite icepikiiini though Jfihmoo'i 
mother, a most ‘conscieittKiut creature’, often tedd H 
m him. Porter, *a woman of the ttiktcfi veracity** 
tmii wii that jefonson had made some veraet at the 
tlpmiDinoe on navtng itUieQ, by creiiQing tipcat it, ins 
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Boswell \ isiieri Anna in the spring of ’85 and had 
several talks \\ ith her. Though she admired Johnson’s 
writings she dislikfd his dispositKai and did htr best 
to cons'iiKf Boswell that his him was envious by 
nature. ‘Mi. Boswell’s loinment upon this observa- 
tion was that dissenting shake of tlie head, to which 
folk are redtired when they will not be < om hired, >('t 
find Uu it stf»u s of dt fi m e exhausted.’ In the tonrse 
of iheir talk Hiowell said lltat Jc»hns<m was a Roman 
Clatiiolie in his hi art ‘I have luard him,’ said he, 
‘unifornilv defind the uiul txdutions of that dark 
bigot, (^i***'*^ M<nv.’ Boswtll also told her that 
Johnson ‘wished .ind exjx'tted to have married Mrs. 
Thralc’. 

Anna was allirnatei) impressed and irritated by 
Johnson. She noted liis limitations viilh watmth*. *To 
Sam Johnson the sweetest airs and most superb har- 
monies wen but unnuiming noiw,’ Tlten, too, ‘Dr. 
Johnson was a very indifferent reader of verse. One 
eternal monotone fiu-sirated the intent of the poet, 
respecting the eiho of .sound to sense.* But she noted 
his good points w ith keen appreciation. For example, 
she rceouls how Lucy Porter asked Johnson whether 
she might trirst the levie'wers of new publications. 
‘Infallibly, dear l.ury,’ he replied, ‘providctl you buy 
what they abuse, and never anything they prai&e,* 
Anna wratc .several articles on Johnson for the journals 
of the day and eventually involved herself in an acri- 
monious correspondence with Boswell, who became 
extremely offensive and even went &o far as to say 
that ‘poetesses , . . have too often been not of the most 
exemplary lives,* which was probably a dig at her 
fitienaship with Saville. 

In 1784 Anna’s poetical novel Louisa was published. 
It was fiivourably reviewed by Bcsiwell {this was long 
before hii quarrel with the authoress) and praised by 
Hayley. But Oeorge Hardinge, Attomey-Genend to 
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the Queen, criticisctl her sivle. which brought 
remark from Anna: *My pcacr irc|uiir.s t should 
not be of your correspondem r.’ I hmn'h t»uisa ran 
through five editions, its puhliration wa> nnt a land- 
mark in the history of Engiish {Kicirs . 

The years from 17B5 till i7<)io wnr agrcrahly idled 
up with visits to Ixmdon, .Str.ith>rd'on«A% on anti mher 
places, Handelian ronrerti; and Itciiv.d?. and new 
poetic discoveries. She never faltrrrd in her lose of 
Shakespeare, proving it by fretjueni nd-iqucaations 
from his works: ‘That the hard of Astui is. the greatest 
bard that any age, any country 11.0 piodut efl. or rycr 
will produce, I do most hrinly tielievr. and have often 
thought that I scarcely ever met \%ith .» marketl char- 
acter of which, in some of its leading feaiurrs, the prtw 
totype may not be found in Slakesjjeare.’ Vet ii b 
douDtful whether she altogether appret iatrd a Shakes- 
pearean character when she came across one. ‘You 
tmve a large family, ‘ she said one day lo the wife of a 
hiboih^. * Yes, madam ; but God be thanked, we 
have to childcr, lor all that wc ha gotieh 

a 1 often icUs my hitslrand - bclij^ 

€bd w^ be so to tak most of thaue too, and rid 

iuBidi o’ the care on ’em-’ She ctismisie* this 

that 1 atlmtriNl the 

Anna’s bve of Handel 
^'.gi^'V'witii' 'due' .'yean; *Weee - Haadd living, :1 '/stotld' 

, ^ him with much iimre awe ttoi 

.td*.' body'^ upon thc.^ 'throne.. ''C^T ' 
" t. 'wliO'haye ‘tfaeiniam to into^tual ' 
.1^' -nmy^'to' .e][mtto''to''’'’cc»sieto 
;.|^"'';abealental 'dknisictoni.*' I'«':was''''toyife 
ipiwy.', : oypeiiy hdr^^ att etl ^^io^l . '-to —be. a,' 

Y|I|H|iiibi '.Q o ifflief . *Scikice mi hour 

» wm to Jmilir 
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called an high treat, fresh imported from Aonian 
bowers. “I have tasted,” said he, “just sipt, and found 
its flavour delicious; if you are not charmed with the 
opening of this new poem, ‘The Task’, I shall resign my 
pretences to know what will please you.” ’ He did 
not have to resign them, for though Anna always 
objected to the way in which Cowper ‘demonised the 
Deity’, yet she became a loyal lover of his muse. In- 
deed, she never failed to praise her contemporaries 
when she honestly could: 'What an age of wit and 
genius is the present! But the world will never be 
cured of its cant about “weakened nature and ex- 
hausted an”. Shaftesbury and Addison so canted 
in their periotl, now called the Augustan: Envy of 
contemporary claims produces, and will ever produce 
it. We have plenty of ravens, that fly croaking about, 
and seek to darken, with their flapping w'ihgs, the 
present golden day.’ Nothing, however, could jf«r- 
suade her to praise work that she did not admire. 
The fact that Mrs. Smith (‘The Swan of Bignor’) liked 
her sonnets could not seduce her into liking the 
sonnets of Mrs. Smith. T am an ingenuous creature,’ 
she said; ‘as I feel 1 speak, or I write. . . . Where I 
have esteemed and loved, 1 cannot dress my language, 
either oral or scriptural, in cold civility or feigned 
kindness,’ And again: ‘Sincerity is the first duty of 
friendship; I should blush to commend if I had not 
courage to confess my disapprobation.’ 

From J 785 onwards the health of her father was her 
first consideration. By dcfiprees, from the first sorokc, 
reiapliM into 8«:ona childhood. We can trace the 
prti^intt of his dissolution in her letters. *It has lately, 
onsr fitonit been my lot again to suffer painad apjoe- 
jasulcm ffem dart of death sfaakm findt^y 

^^fed &ther,' A later 
■amdbn«iy';''awdtii%/'/the..airivi^ 
j M taarirey me to the 
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fiirmKliip wa% i oninu uu «1 nj'oii !»' flit- 

atul iitlier <»<)d-fc.iriu£; fnlk, .uui ' m* «'i I'Aitr 
\\.is M autlid lit h 'p Fm \ n (mimI 

to Alina's ‘\t‘iv itnpiopcr hiiH nt t>' . .uni 

tht'f*' i .imr a tinifulMii thf Di.m h (umlv 

‘irast'fl to viot hii'. Amu htisfl MiofMijun lOid 
mur suncrui in liu iluotioji to 's \ ) r . o t,{i imr 
it opuilv on iill sot 1 1 of on a'ioto ‘t )tt( n 'nd o|f< n,’ 
slio tultl liff {noml, till' Rr. . I S Wliitll*'. lait.ihs.is 
\aiiiK. liau' I stnmului in the oi'li • inhlr t "1 » J on 
anution.’ It sums {’.orh uifaiti ih.ii lino itlanon. 
shin luiuiiiul I’Kifonii ami that i< {«< t tltdus lo^k it 
titll of" liri unotimis, S.iullc \sa alvas Irr ' oiil’s 
tlraiTst fiiuKr. 

SIm* in‘\tr U'uAiird fioin ho tii.oh mi Amiiisi i, 
iJki'j. For months she did not loavi lai hoiisr, ami 
when at last slic uiiild Inmst I»'i •' if t" Minsua uifh 
hrr ‘hrrd ofatrjuaintamf’, her |iourts of plrasmir and 
ofhring plcasul had tfuitr fotsakni liu ‘No possi- 
bility of" anything rrscinhiiUR ruoinjwnsi* «’Msfs for 
mi* on tin* widi*, ssidt* **aith, sinu* I laii no lomor talk 
with SavilU*, or find his st«*ps tri iny mansifm and mv 
bowers; since of all the sreim aronnd nir, of all my 
favourite pursuits; of sshateser rlfiightcd rnv <ai, my 
eye, and my understanding, his iik lety was the S'ivify- 
ing soul.’ On the aimivtrsary of his death '‘Stiaiiae 
countaiances shall not look iifum me that day';, site 
tat alone watching the hands of the i Im k, and < ount* 
inf the minutes as they crawled lowaith the hour of 
e%ht, when she could no longer say, ‘'lliis hour twelve* 
month . . . yet, yet he lived in health and hofif I’ In 
ktttsr after letter she poured forth her anguish, lament* 
log ‘the now cold heart of the depbretf; and three 
yean after his death we find her exclaiming: ‘O! in- 
ceaiant theme of my reflections, cease thou to spread 
tlby durk: pall upon these leaves!’ 

BrlMr to the death of SavUle (whose debti she paid 
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;ni«l uhnsf f.iniiK '•hv pnt\ulfd for Anna had made 
tlu* ar(jn.iiin.ui< I <<f ihr of LUiiqollen. She 

\isUi*(l thrill si’tfi.il tiinc'', cru responded wUli them, 
and a pri« ni, /./*'»;"<//«« fWt, uhiih was attacked 

.ttid d« fnidul in a jhi iodic al of tlu* tla> until the 
rditoi said: “We iinM divinis', this cnutioseisy here.’ 
Some ot he I othii tlisiunmnlK d .n cjnaml.tnres, for 
h< r taif'i* \v.i-. now t on ’th lahh , ma\ laic 11) be (<lanccd 
at. Shi nn 1 Ihmnah Nh t<*, when stasiiis^ with her 
ftiend Ml. Whallc ' m ila Mtiitii]i llilh, but could 
n'vc‘1 fe I ’ c ntl n i.i tic obout ut h ‘idcmirnr souiries 
fii tht‘ •'.Htc ' pa"i ' She tiijostd fhoc \isits from 
‘the ( hn^tiaii h< to. Mt. Ilou.ud", who ‘at with her 
foi se\i lal hoiii on i u h tc, ( i inji ‘h aihno me throut;h 
St enes of udiuiti iiitcn tiohi litaii'. One St ptember 
tl.iv in 'do Isso \onn\* .inihas.adors f'loin tin* court of 
I’ortntfal i .dh d on iu t . She* lead them one 0} 1 1 , i) ley’s 
jjoc rus, ‘the !« n > ol ih hehi insht <1 itito their e)<V, and 
dies ‘nqnt'fcil it* tc it' lation*. {Momisint' hei that tlie 
fame ol the anihoi siionld he spiead aloni? the shores 
of the 'I'ai'ns. At UiiMon, in the summer of ’96, 
laskinc and Wdlmfooe fiecjiiented her It (dginjjis daily. 
'I he « ell biatc-d Di. I’.ui j>.inl his ttstiet ts to het svhile 
nassitiK fhrinn<h I.icliheld. 'I he Master of Trinity, 
Dr. Mansel. catm to titiote her poems to her, and ‘the 
pioofs he Ka\r of uinembeiim; o many passages in 
them’ seemed to her ‘to sign their apotheosis’. A 
rkne friend wa* the Res. H. F. (laiy, whose transla- 
tion of Dante ss.ts ai knowledged by Anna tints: ‘Page 
IP5 is the lillluest hotiidnesv I ever met without the 
Umits of this soluine, ficr ssiihin it there is yet trans- 
eendtng fdthiness. (iocul heavens! what .strange writ- 
ing will not lime sanction! justly does iShenstone 
olwerve, “We pat don, nay, admire, that in an ancient, 
for which we should execrate a modem poet.” * 
General Kiiutt {latni Heathfteld) was greeted by Anna 
on hb return to Kiigtand with an Odi. During a 
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triumphal toiir thioucfliniit tlK* rountrv hr lur, 

arcrpUnl a ropv of hrr (ollrttrd aiid it 

*in his own hand’ thiou^h tiir (htninu' stints of 
Lirhfifiil. Southiy tainr, did his best lint to l.sutth 
whih* she declaimed seser.d sum* sht h.ul pi t wrut< n 
in hi'v praise, and irtordrd: ‘More li iiiulid e\ps I 
never s>a\v in anv human tm ntrnanif And Loll), 
thrie was Wallei hiotf 

heoithad s<nt hn ho {Minns, whii h hr h.ul ptaisid, 
ami .1 (oire^pinidtm e wlmh lathn alaimnl 

him. In the smnmn of iJlo; he went to < r ht t , was 
striuk bv her anhurn e\<s ‘of the junia liid< ami 
hue of hir hairh b\ her melodious and In hei 

tasteful and cvfin ssise method of i< t iiauon Ih hkrd 
her so mu( h and found her so mien sijiin' that, (limitrh 
he came for a few hours, he staved tsso davs 'I hr 
iikinj:;; was mutual. ‘EveiylKidv that looks hemvoh nt 
and sa^^s nothing ill-naturrd innirsts im ’ d» fime 
said. Scott lotikrd hrncvoirnt and mul jioihin'» ill- 
natured. The only j>oint in \m disfavour was that 
'like Johnson, his rr< itation is tmi monotomius and 
violent to do jusiiec either to his own wiitings or that 
of others*. After her death Stott wrote an epitaph 
for her tomb in Lichfield fkithedra! ami edited three 


volumes of her poetry, ‘most of w huh*, he confided in 
a friend, ‘is ab^lutriy execrable*. 

In the later part oi‘ iter life she paid many visits to 
watering-places like Buxton, Matlra'k, Harrogate and 
Hoylake. She also visited her native village Evam 
and waspt at die childlwod memories it evoked. I toy- 
lake, wncre she once enjoyed 'nineteen oceanic iintner- 
ri<ms% inspired a {^em. When at home she walked 
two miles a day, either in or out of doors, lightening 
the labour by reciting poetry whenever forced to 
perantbplaie me Palace corridors, thus eaierdrirw both 
linbf and ban. She took a keen interest b her 
pbbtes, compisdiung that the portrait of one of her 
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ancestors by Sir Feter Lely ‘should have been exposed, 
through ssanl of care, to the rankcrins? tooth of time 
and domiciliary dilapidation’. She wrote sermons 
whkh drew the tears of the congregations, and com- 
po‘>cd songs - one f»f syhich, about ‘a cold and moun- 
tainous countiy in winter’, repeated twenty times a 
day, enabhyl a ladv to endure a particularly sultry 
season in Lisbon. Anna was esperially welcomed by 
friends s\ ho erav ed teat ful s> in pathy. ‘Perhaps I may 
have imagination,' she once wrote of herself, ‘but 
humour is not the growth of my brain.* A passage 
fiom <me of her leftei.s tells us much: ‘Be assured I 
long to see )ou all again; and that to mingle my sighs 
w'ith youih more increa.ses that longing than could 
any prospect of participated amusement.’ 

But in addition tr> a constantly heaving bosom, she 
possessed a fairly steatly brain. She instantly recog- 
nised the genius of Burns and Scott. She made 
Johason angry by championing the claims of Chatter- 
ton, Milton and CJray. She maintained her high 
opinion of Cowper against the strictures of Dr, Darwin, 
Within limitations .she liketl Wordsworth, and though 
the present age might think she overpraised Southey, 
Mason imd Hayley, wc should appreciate her tribute 
to Coleridge, She referred to the trial of Warren 
Hastings as ‘the Pageant of mock justice in West- 
minster Hall’; and sprinkled over the pages of her 
letters are such evidences of common sense as ‘Fanatics 
have almost always cold hearts’, and *lf an uncele- 
bNtmted Shakespeare were to descend amongst us, the 
generality would not know him from a Qparles or a 
Bunvan’, and ‘It is the English mania to prefer the 
proauctions of foreigners to those of our own country*, 
and ‘Unpublished and unheard of compositions are 
the tests of the taste and judgment of the tistener*. 
Har last yean wens spoilt by ili-hcalth. She hawi 
taken as companion a lady who, she was satisfied, 
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would nt*\ Cl dot It her buiuist .1 iitaiu fiu<. <iu|> 
tion’ h.'ul wr<(k«’cl lin hf.iiirv .md iauln»<l m.itn.im* 
impioh.ihlt*, 'Ihis l.uK Innl Stun fiom )<in«hn!d 
and riiahlf d hct t<M fun f nit.Uf tn flu pnnna* 
tion oflif r ‘icntt T^.n^ i«f -niiiK f ’ fni tl» ptt ‘ ‘I 
moiiu’nt ctfnu HiUiI\ Institr n pi’td tifiijf 1 if ui the 
nioniim; pilkw,* '■la untt* ift • Im u<l, thotu n Wijs 

no lonr»T pii'. ililf , . i't I S i\ il!< ■'I fj( .)ii loffiidf s ‘I 
press nn [idlou at i'inhji''hl in utintv’ 

r otin I liiltil'Mod slit latllittnfn )|fnfi*ti« tluntltj- 
stoiins anfi tlu‘ u.ii hit te lit I'lt no tiainpn!ht\ in 
the l.M etd ‘an ndiaiiK tl and pf aluit Imt /in Si\iial 
atttdents, anumu <»tluis t I ill dov n a lln ht «if Mtp', 
added to hei mfntnitii » Hit < in unntfl ‘the 
chastisements ol Htaseti'. lint ht ildtuii snihtrd 
fitiin ssh.it she railed ‘alntuii in « honi tia p« n’. and, 
at the end ul her life, th< ssuuls slu uad to dronihc 
someone ehe’s londition tan aptl^ he apphetl to 
herself: ‘The intellei in.d fot» h v.ismd not, ntnhti 
dimmed in its earthls sotket ’ 

She died on Maitli y,, iHoq, and hetame hei life 
had ome been so happs sht tna> not base been stut) 
to go. Many >ears Ix’forr she bad niitim ‘I hr 
drowsy hour has stolen ujwm me my r ves ,ir«' lieasy - 
so is my heart, at tunes, vshen I think ol Ineinh sshimi 
I might search for in vsim over tins islamh ol no narrtiw 
bounds.* 
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I.ichfifld, I’Vb, 176^. 

It »8 true I i!vvt11 on < gifjimtl. Within thf 
W4lk which my fAthrr’* faniilv inhahin. in this scry 
dining-room, the muuifurnt Mr. Walmrslry, with the 
tiatc, the learning and the lilwrality of Klafceiuw, 
wlminiiitrrcd to lising genmt the kind nutriment of 
attention and jnaite, Uften ti» his hospitable Imard 
were the ichtwi-boy*, David CJarritk and Samuel 
Johnson, summoned. The jparents of the former were 
of Mr. Walmesley's aeq^tiaintancc; but those of the 
latter did not move in his sphere. 

It was rumoured that my motiier's Either, Mr. 
Hunter, had a boy of markea ability upon his forms. 
The huge, over-grown, mis-shapen, and probably 
dirty itripimg was brought before tne most able scholar 
and the finest gentleman in Uchfield or its emvirons, 
who, per(»ivuig far more ability than even rumour 
had momtied, placed him at his table, not mcfety Co 
fmtily a trannait oirioitty, but to amife him of a 
^QWStiiit wetone. 
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Two or three evenings every week Mr. Walmesley 
railed the stupendou’? stripling and his livelier com- 
panion, David (^arrick, who was a few years younger, 
to his own plentiful board. There, in the hours of 
convivial gaiety, did he delight to wase every restraint 
of superiority formed by rank, affluence, polished 
manncis and the dignity of advanced life; and there, 
‘as man to man, as fiicnd to friend’, he drew forth the 
different powers of each expanding spirit, by the vivid 
interchange fif sentiment and opinion, and by the 
cheering influence of genertms applause. 

Another circumsiante combined to heighten the 
merit of this patronage. Mr. Walmesley was a zealous 
Whig. My grandfather, then master of the free school, 
perceiving Johnson’s abilities, had, to his own honour, 
taken as much paim with him as with the young 
gentlemen whose parents paid an high price for their 
pupilage; but my grandiathcr was a Jacobite, and 
Sam. Johnson had imbibed his master’s absurd zeal 
for the forfeit rights of the house of Stuart; and tius, 
though hi.s father had very loyal principles; but the 
anxiety attendant on penurious circumstances, prow* 
ably left old Johnson little leisure or inclination to talk 
on political subjects. 

His son, I am told, even at that early period of hic, 
maintained his opinions, on every subject, with the 
same sturdy, dogmatical and arrogant fierceness wim 
which he now ovcrbeai-s all oppo.sitio« to them m 


company. _ 

At present we can well conceive the probability ot 
his dc^matism being patiently supported by attcndi^ 
admirers, awed by the litcraiy eminence on which he 
stands. But how great must have been Mr. Walmes- 
Icy’s love of genius; how great his generous rcapcct tor 
its dependent situation, that couiwi so far restrain a 
naturally impetuous temper, as to induce him to super 
Insolait sallies from the son of an indigent bookseller, 
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and on a f.uhiut wliuh. «n hainUt’d !a' people ofliK 
own rank, hr wouKi lunr d.r.hed ha^k m fheii f.ui" 
with no sniall deijier rjf ,i‘}»rn!\ ! . . . 

, . . Mv epistle ytnvss lum;. You \\vu\ hHwe\(r, 
snatrhrd from the mazes thioui^h sshi» li the plcaMne 
of talking about ms self mii'lii h.ise hrl sou, bs ii.s pf>n 
having Parted baik Into biiikhnr .md n« te imeie^tmv 
s(Tne.s; {iteiies that tune pas-.iii(' hnieath thi loof, 
have stamped a lo{ al dtsnjn tion u{ttiri the pahu e of the 
Bishop of Lit hfiehl, lieytnd tla' power of the » noiei or 
the mitre lu bestow. 


I It hlield, }»h i'bp 

... I do not .ilK’mfjt to stud sou nesss. stme 
neither love nor marriage, novel pio pents, or lereiit 
mlsfurtune, have prothued any thange stme I wtotc 
to you last, in the situation or sentmu iih of those who 
interest you in our little < it> ; anti it is time to hid you 
adieu. My .sister ha.s brought my vstuk-li.ig, with her 
own, downstairs r»>r the evening. My faihei and 
mother are gone out to a rard-party. 'I’he rurtains 
are dropi, and the chill wdriie world shut out. 'I he 
candles shine chearily, and the fire burns bright in 
the clean hearth. Little Honora draws her rliair to 
the table as I write, Hawksworth's Almotan and timht 
open in her hand. What a beautiful story! How 
sublime its moral! Honora looks at me, her eyes 
iqparklmg with intellectual avidity. > Ibe young mind 
must not be deprived of its evening nutriment. 

Lichfield, April lyda. 

At last he is here - this brother eletitl • We iiad 
heard of his being arrived in London a wedk before^ 
but he filed not with his sister the period at which she 
would see him, mentioning business that might detain 
Mni mtmt than a fortnight. 

My mother had engaged half Lkhfield to play at 
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cards with her on WVdnc&day sennight. About one 
o’cloik that day, Mrs. Porter sent to inform us, that 
her broth<*r uas that instant arrived, and would 
accompany her hither to tea. She was one of the 
party engagei! here, so neither of them could be ignor- 
ant that, upon this plan, the first interview must be 
witnessed by twenty pair of curious eyes. But it was 
not for us to make that an objection. Unluckily, 
Mrs, Porter's reeuinnn'ndation had transpired, and 
was become a c.ird-iiible tliemc. Nothing can be a 
secrit if my f.uher is to know il, so frank are his com- 
inunitatif»ns. We luid betm unpleasantly conscious 
of this puhlirity. 

On the inc’ss.ige being flelivered, sweet Sarah’s 
serenity hnumv eon.sich'rably discomposed during a 
few minutes. ‘.Some natuiul tears she dropt’; but 
.soon smiled them away. 'I'hc* element.s seemed in 
unison with hei feelings: for the sun wa.s just then 
looking rniklly thnnigh one of those vernal .showers in 
which the pieseut vVpril has been .so rich. Look, love, 
said I, that < aim and gilded rain promises flowers and 
fruits in .abundanc e; ntay those kuidred tears prepare 
thy minti a.s that sliciwer prepares the earth, for the 
flowers and fruits of wede: ed happiness! 

I stood by her toilet whi e she dresased. It was with 
no parlirular attention. If .she was longer about that 
operation than usual, it was from absence, not from 
solicitude. She .sighed often; and once or twice ex- 
claimed, ‘Ah! Heaven!’ in a pensive and languid tone, 
and with an emphatic shake of the head, as she put 
on her light hat and ribbands. 

‘Bless me!' .said I, kmc: would think thou wert adorn- 
ing a victim, and not a mistres.s. If that idc^ h» 
passed across thy mind, prithee, put a stop to this 
otisisiess at once! Study a pretty harangue of dis- 
missal, full of esteem, wayward heart, and so forth.’ 

Behold us then in the drawing-room. Everybody 
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anUcd, txicpt the ti inn i< -uiu' amniivj !h« i t 
A !<JU<i !.ip at the hall (ioiu'' \ fin p i mi im j iratl 
ovei m> Saiah s iluf k. niti Uf m lalk mni « u 

‘ 1 h.a < h« rk, a sti.iiu'f I i>» tl i hm. 

'1 lu* hf-l m nnhU iiulkan u! u’ ; 

*Um* ( rantitf 1 hiv fipm tlatf 

Uilli all tlia' s >f)ft ami .ill (f i' 1 i 

Rraiauifd indr juivni up il « f n » } m ii\ a 
waniitii' Mi^in oi tiu < Dtiip un. i il i* )< oia ti uM a iliiii 
h.ilf to.tstffl 

Thr flKusuij'-it'fau diHii op* n ' aii I ii in lit . m 
all tlw jKJiiip oi hluf ami wiiin u ut and litu aUlatf, 
and wish thf must saihlud .m, t ut hum i lin nd, Sirs. 
Porter, led In the inumlfd a iltin, p.d» prt unage, 
somewhat below the middle ll{i^dlt. with laihii t«M< 
much stoop in the shuuidtiH, and a little im>t( ssithfitd 
by the Italian suns than arr nut l.nghih uhei iiathilnu 
after an elapsi* oi oidj (uri) >e,us m a hluk velvet 
coat, and a watvtt oat th hl^ t mhiuideiift vsith < ulourrd 
flowers upm ^old tissue; a hae vsig. m < nmp Uukle, 
powdered white as the tuvs<shrifii llee«e. 

An unfortunate idea of a mouniiUauk dm tot, pro- 
duced by the black velvet t oat and gfihl waist* oat, gave 
me some diflUulty in managing my nsibie mim leh. 

Mr. Porter's featuits are not irregular, Im teeth very 
fine, though in a mouth whith, Imtig rather toncave 
than convex, seldom shews them, and he looks ex- 
tremely cl(^. The great dcsidriatuni, {leuetved at 
ftntl view, it the air of a gentlemati, wlik h I have often 
seen Ube^y and gracefully diffmril about tome of 
our Efl^glkh meapchantt. It was here in vain to looh 
Smt it; neither did the tone of hb voUe, tn speaking, 
plbise me. These are, in tny estimation, tnott im« 
mgm INsnostalities; mind iiavtng so much to do in 
pildiltlll g the one, and in harmonuifig the othor. 
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You kn(w ih<‘ Li«hiifl«l \nuni? uon'fn dft nr»t play 
at cards Six ni sjscn uf ’wnr liuiciinfr at thf 
windows and inund the i - cxjjct tatitm too 

busy SMth \u (oi us lo hr Inrs vsitli our mrdh . 'I he 
beau ssas pi<si‘i«<d by las sister in esrts one in turn, 
and jiitlitmusly made no partuular addrtss to in> 
sister. Hr said. I'allaiitls < ttfnicli. that he haii pit asure 
in setin)* his. natisr fountis ilit luhfM w hiauty of 
any nation thmiitth whfer nius lie hat! pa^id. 

Our £»lu\siny Naum ttr wa. tlirte, ssith h» i laiue and 
languishinc; ha/lr rst waiin (h<0. and the tinder 
fa.stination of hti l,li/a , in all her 

acqudine beauts and ssith that air of erantieui, ihotnth 
hardly yet sixtien, sshose foini so oftui leininds me of 
a passage in Ossian. ‘Losely, ssith her ravin hair, is 
the sshite-!)os«med danghlri of Sorglan.' She aho, 
whose i harms are m their suminei-!i})eness, whose 
name seems to base been piophetic of her seldom- 
equalled beauty, the s eh brand Helm White; yet has 
her east of (ountenante mote of Raphael's Madonna, 
than of that levs-< hastened lo\elinei.s w'ith whith 
imagination invests the faithless wife of Meneiaus. 

Mi.«ts A - also was in the of shape correct, 

and of air sprightly, with my sister, the fair bride-clect, 
whose form is so light and elegant, whose lountenanee 
has so much modest intelligenie, and by her .side 
Honora, 'fresh and beautiful as the young day-star 
when he bathes his fair lH‘ams in the dews of spring*. 
Ofiien, when Mr. Porter’s attention was otherwise en- 
gs^ed, she looked up in my sister’s face with eyes 
moistMted by solicitous tenderness. 

This dear child will not live; I am perpettsaUv 
ietuiog it, notwithstanding the clear health whicii 
entmofu her cheek and glitters in her eyes. Such an 
early expansion of intelligence and sensiellity partakes 
too muen of the angelic, too little of the mortal nature, 
to tarry long in thoe low abodes of frailty and of pain, 
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wl»*n* ihr luMsInii's of .uitKon!* . .huI iff inij'fiK- 
ir.jhiht% of Mlii'ihnf s *. uh fh* u •) t ni dud < t 
piiflr an'l * in \ xo fn juiuil' 'ti lU la f! t a tiin , 
anti (lull b’ tlair litnija. ibr inoif ni »iii ii aivl 
pu!< r 'pu It' 'i tin n tl, m t pinf i ( K , I \ t td « jnh 

'I hn t hild vH 111 .mud bd a d i vnp j,' li m 
i 1*11 imint.it* 'h ill '1 '■ br if li* bi ii’ ! b* v * in.m bt fbn* 
shi n H Ml liK .tm" !' \\ hu n 1 d nut i il • n n nil 

in mr fniia tl.i' * * n i .n m li a up i *< i i *1 n i ‘i If 
li,nr bmi mtnmun'.l m tl * i n''n a tn >l n.mti 
anil of nilur , in v I ■ h lb* u i tu'ii )U< n, th i n i 
biim.ainln.tini Hi H.nii rif ♦m in sun*.* IImiu pin{'» iuiin, 
nliit il .itr , I flam i iii' > if * b.ii n Mil in nl <>m m<>m- 
irfvN, sh.Hl br unititi nitli ibt 'utnm th* unrtiinu 
dm irtinn, .uiH *df t * f H * Sin mil, 

bv all tho'C nliu kiion liuw «** .ippmiiit » \t rlli ik r, 
be aikm)wlnitJ!rH, likr Miiainl i. ‘to i..i\r bi < n foirntd 
of evfrv ur.Uiiir'''' br t’. 

But Imw I h.ivr nambifH ft* mi a ub|iti itit.uuh 
more imiKiiiant t*» tnr .ii pn'rrii <\ui iliaii all ilir 
(perhaps* flatU'tiiii' pituiinrs nhidi tin* tuiuir nuikrs 
In the gbiM e, the trai, the smilr of nn Hoiioi.i' Yet 
It is one thing to be mijmii.mi to one h fn lings, ami 
another to bear them av av cm the hghi taings of brail* 
expanding Hope. Ilm tleMcnd, tlmu rvciusive jwn, 
from these visionary Jtliiiudes, iipm the him, tltfingh 
not flowery grotind of this pio|ei led inarnage" 

After tea Mr. Porter talked and .mendrti t hiefly to 
me. Declining cards, and my father and motfier 
engaged in them, it became a duty of poliieness to 
shew attention to some of the family he came to vtstt. 
Il must have dybtressni my sister to have f>eeti singled 
out for this purpoK. Yet so prone are folk to gather 
opiidenii as th^ gather flowers, from the surface, 
Iwfte td. of imfflsuituig them in their minds, by taking 
foem up firom die roots, that 1 saw in dte halfsnip* 
|UilM»d, but aigitiflaint smikn of our guests, tlmt they 
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thoupihf tht' fUUr ‘nicr hkelv to b»*ar iway the 
H)nuii«.il \ur.uli fiom tht naltlcr hrou of thi* 
appoiiitcti r.nt otn*. 

Our partv hrttkf up at itint. Mr. and \frs. Porter 
supped, h\ tiicriiKfintiU, with their relation, Mr. 
White. A lew of mv mother’s lutitnaits. suth our 


beauteous Helen, ’laid Mippu Jiere. 'I he instant the 
brother and ustti were fittainptd, e\er)bod> 'poke 
at onre, and all in ]ff(ne insertise upon uiur poor 
frientl’s nnsthitsous t\«s, ,(> the) talktl tliem. 

barah, siniluiK, tlainud of me the pronu>ie I had 
a.skeci of liei, si/ , that she nuttht attompany me into 
Italy, bhe » l.umetl it with a nsint; blush, and a ti emu- 
lous motKiii in the eselid, \isihle tuilv to my searching 
glance, ‘wliuh kimvs.s earh line and trkk of her sweet 
coun tenant e*; hut to that glatue it thstoserttl a little 
latent chagrin, so natural to the delitacy of virgin- 
pride. 

Ah! sweet one, thought I, thou wilt never go into 
Italy under the Porter auspices if thou goest not a 
principal of the party. How’cver, you may be sure 
no such premature and needless a.ssertion escaped ray 
lip: yet, vexed at an undisceming idea of such appar- 
ently general influence, I warmly declaimed upon its 
absurdity. 

Honora gazed upon me while 1 was speaking, with 
eyes which bore animated assent to my protest, and 
then turned them, with a smile of scorn, ufwn the 
group, who were interrupting me with laughing but 
earnest and clamorous dissention. Throwing my 
arms round Honora’s neck and kissing her, I exclaimed, 
*Here is this child looking down t^n you all as die 
kUeit dupes esdsdng, to a style of behaviour which, 
being otherwise, the man must have had too coane a 
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Helen vowed she would find it all out at her Uncle 
W-«-*s, We shall know, added she, what our Itdian 
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nrincf thinlvN <if thf u\i»l st td-. ‘Ri\ »!'' I umld 
bt.ii !ui 

CiJiudVi ihb }n»)\«4ii 4: Ibldi lu hinf in i vw 
weu* at hr< akJast tin < ii uniu >1 v , 1 n lim I.n « lil m a 
lui hand ‘pnad *Il h \tnh ind <\»ti mi* 
this madatnr Anm ' ^ai di imni %Mai ihr 

uillnw, Init i tliinl it 'w.ill in t la Midi -i \<t\ ,n Uint, 
hiait* Nm, iiuhtd' ■>. irJ till vadii ml \ iih a lr«>k 
of bhiirifd, oi lathu in l nil mu n h < ImiihIUi m \- 
tinii, tin riailt nf ulmh \n i'* unlldilt If \va a 
p!< am of til dam, nmti' tli tit K tdn niut' mto iln' mo t 
afTntionatt. sunmtHS, a^ hi «\f> it in mud i \td on 
int* 

I askid iiflf n tiiMshai tMuunil' In laidthti nuidiiv 
prohabh* tomluMon ‘M\ umh \S itplnd shr, 
‘told mo hi bail a>kt d *Mi halt r hf»u In hki iS Mi and 
Mn^ St’waitl''* ' \ii'l Mis<, Stwaid-'* 

*I think hirt harmms*; ’ \n<l Hi i« ii lau on in a Miuif? 
of hyperbole* \slu(h 1 ha\< no nulmaiton to H|<iat / 
*Thf >cniiigt *tt ‘Shr >.«*<ins a im«h ■*t, pUaiiiig )oung 
'i^oman ’ 

‘Now» for all thiN,* rrnd out ilonora, ‘I don't bolirvo 
he hki*s Naiay best ' I » allrd hn wisei than the aged, 
and grf% tto tiaui > to riiy mothi r, that «he looked gtavc, 
and took hri pim h of itnufl lint at one nostnl and then 
at the other, with swift and angry eneigy, and her eyes 
Ix^an to gi ow dark and to fl<u(h *'1 h an cald peculiar- 
ity; but the balls of my moiherN eyes change from 
brown into black wlicn she feels either indignation 
or bodily pain. 

^ Reports of this imaginary preference of the eldest 
sister spread rapidly through our little city; and before 
night tt was asserted tliat he had made proposals in 
fiitm to Miss Seward. 

MasHtgei of inquiry concerning our healths only 
{Wised between ut ana the Porters through the course 
of that day; but at eleven the next mcnriting the 
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brothel and sister called upon us to go with them to 
Mrs. Porter’s ne\s house, just built, but not yet in- 
habited. He looked much belter: the mountebank 
had tiinishr d with the black velvet. Helen joined our 
paity. Mr, Porter’s whole attentions were devoted 
to Sarali; and Honora and I exulted not a little over 
Helen about her predit lion He took an opportunity 
offranklj ofFenng his hand and heart to her accept- 
ance, ere we leadicd home, where he passed the 
remainder of the day with us. 

The general misr onstruction of his civility to me had 
been much in his favour. Hence maiden-pride was 
busy with its whisper, that now rejection on her part 
would be deemed dislike on las, and preference of 
another. So this circumstance acted as a powcrfial 
counterpoise to the quack-doctor impression given by 
the black velvet and fine waistcoat, which I had not 
been able to forbear imparting to her. She owned 
her heart had recoiled a little from the unusual iout~ 
tnsmbk produced by those habiliments. How much 
better did he look in his brown coat! 

Behold him an accepted lover! and a very pressing 
one. He wants to hurry the nuptials, saying he must 
be in Italy before winter. I am afraid I see about him 
an impolite impatience of contradiction; a proud, not 
an enamoured jealousy, and a considerable degree 
of peevishness. Heaven protect ray sweet Sarah’s 
peace! 

When people are tolerably happy, how dangerous is 
a material change in the habits of life! Ah! what 
halcyon days have this dear girl and I passed with our 
little Honora, beneath the fair spires of tranquil Lich- 
field! How immaterial were the clouds of an horisson 
so azure! Some violence of temper, and vapourish 
dogXKidency, firom causes provokingly trivial, on my 
snotiher’i past, some absurdities on my father’s; yet, 
left so nuich to ourselves, and perfectly aware of the 
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* ’ ’’ ^ fin' hufltcfti om finplnv- 

’ } « I '' 1 (> It I ’i I tiff ’ 

‘ 1m i|f f’m itn n n! tn\ f nfraiK hi^f- 

' ' ' 1 * t'( I I M t M\ hf ,)it lias nut tr> 

’ t <’<’*<■{! tilt* (ii'afutt luuf . of late, 

‘ t ^ » 'M inipii >linvf (ii tm\ 

i * » I n > vpif to il ! ,s 

J » Ji H I I ’» II I n nil's of ,in in- 

k ' * |,|, III, ,,, 

I ' ’ M II il )’ I t i< I ition in 

I i f ' ! ij't tr ti ( f o I ' « u into }if r 

t 

f ’* *! 1 ' HI i(i”i Ilf I ! iiiiK <! in ttint 

t 1 'I I I O' i’ll* • hull fliiteis inr 

^ * f 1 f M« i<(S indofoii ill tin ft i\, when 

I I } »i .1 

In Ift'c s' \f ' ji *. iljit tin I oniniMit.ll sisioii 
»{ ♦ I n i)t n If » •> ifton, I lirt'fi ti» firinhlr at tlie 
ill nit < I II < j ti I t o| « IS ,»n»l ihotM. inoun* 
Iff of } ' mi mil f li' Ills divulr me fiom thi 
1 }(K ol n ' s I'ld lioin niv nan III-.' (lont nn fli*ar 
flo'jf t s* n It ilitiini/ two lorn' sc'ifH, 1 shall not 
Nfthfi ink HP 'hill In Ik am into thr lakt of Smssr 
V ailf s o* f h iin'r mm pah |?olil the *t»on«* of thr »athe« 

tiitltwitris \ci ihoH^^h Uiiipteri, iik( tltp sssaltoss's, 
intossaittnr « hn.au afii i>(i,fu^ vsmtr4,aii> moretlmn 
fhrir i. Hill not l*f i 1 1 an fl> l».u k again when I 

nlr *«#* Hill Sarah iin ih ai Sarah* she must Im* tiome 
nark hv |>trmis*ioit, ami in a rage* a goUlcit one, ’n't 
iniKf, Inn still a tage 

Howesrr, if site rnicis it, nimt voluntary will lie 
that rniianie After m> mother, good tUrral hruig, 
had ir-ited hti expiwmirt of wonder that hr could 
m dtttiitguwh her Anna, yet like her Sarah bextn »he 
dfSirerl ihe would tejn t Mr Fortcr’i addresiei tf tl%ey 
weft tmi perfet tly agreeable to her. She tent for my 
iLthtr and defirm him to join her in thit ivi|tt«tr, 
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which he did \villme;lv and earnestlv; and since, on 
some alarming appearances of a fictfiil and despotic 
disposition, tins have viaimlv and solemnly adjured 
her to break off the affair. But alas! she is become 
attadifd and partial to him in the extreme. 

B\ this s«( nerous adjuiation our parents have proved 
themstlses leallv paitmts, making their child’s happi- 
ness their first object. Wheneser it is otherwise, a 
mist rablt* iiniof is < \lubited of human depravity. 

\(lku' aditu! Ihis II>mencal gale begins to 
blow' fold and uiiotnia! upon mv once w'arm hopes, 
and 'all tluir fins giow palt’. 

Luhfield, June 2, 1764. 

O! my kind fneml, this dear creatmc is dangerously 
511 ! A \ lolent ft v 1 1 1 Thursday next w as fixed for her 
mairiage. About tlute o’clock vesteiday morning I 
was assukened bv her taking ms liand and telling me 
that she was \f is ill Her titai hands fell of a patch- 
ing heat, and so did her fort head and temples. 

I called assistance instantly. We are all very much 
alarmed. Mtditme has hitlierto unsuccessfully con- 
tended witli the disease, whith I am afraid gains 
giottnd insttsid of abating. Her spirits have been too 
much hunifd for a tonsiituiion .so delicate. Yet her 
youth! I must hope, for O! I tannot endure the 
thoughts of her being torn from us! 

We arc a sad, sad family - disti acted with fears that 
we dare not conunimicate to each other. I will not 
while any hope remains send away this letter; that, if 
it please Heaven to restore the dear sufferer, you may 
be spared those grievous apprehensions which your 
sympathy will excite, slunild you know our sitoatiem 
before you are informed that its terrors are removed. 

Thursday Mwmng. - Congratulate me, dearest 
Emma! - the intended bridal-day has arisen ausiud- 
ously, averting from my Sally’s bosom the arrows of 
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tlrath, whose aim has been (irprrratrd with our prayers 
and tears. There is a remission iit tJsis cruel fever; - a 
balmy mtji'.furc upon her templrs, bnsmn, .tiid hands. 
She breathes freeh; is able to sit up in an arm-chair; 
to smile with her wonted serenity, anti < heerfully to 
tell us that she shall soon be well. 

Parchefl and exhausted as I w'as with wet'pint; and 
watehimj thiouah four diis ^ an»l nights, hope h.w 
pro\e<l a re-torhi^ tonlial. 1 leay \im that 1 may 
refresh nwself by uanbimt my dislu selied hair and 
wasliinn from mv eseltds the trace^ ofthoM* bitter t( .its. 

Ihutuhi}' yipJtK (b ms fiiend, our hope, are 
vanished! While I was rhaiujirn; m> yown and pie- 
parinc; to carry neattiess and a t hrerful iftumtnanee 
to my dear sister’s arm-r!iair, site rrlapad; the fewer 
came back wdth redimbled violence! 

In the dbtraction with which the servanw lied 
difTcrent ways to recall the medical people, there was 
no thought of me. Nobody < amr* near my apartmenl 
to reveal tlie sad tidings, and I entered the 'ick room 
with all the alacrity of hojx*. Wlmt did I behold 
there? - Alas! my preeiotis sister sunk baek in her bed 
just reccjvering from a fainting fit! sweet llonora 
supporting with her arm the dear lufterrr’s head, her 
silent tears ialling in large drops upon her Sally’s 
pillow; my father and mother standing by the bed- 
side, the deepest woe in their countenance. Mr. 
Porter sitting tn the window leaning upon his hand, 
which covered his forehead. 

The dear creature opened her languid eyes and, 
ktoldisg at me earnestly, *My Nancy, you are cireited •> 
are you going out? - do not leave me long.* *Altul, 
nol there was no thought of going out, 1 lelt you, my 
love, to pul on clean cbthes that! might lodk comfiMt- 
ahle to you, flattering myself that you were gnmty 
betterl iMbody came to tell me that yem weie not ao 
well again.* 
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She sighed and waved her dear hand emphatically, 
as if she had said -- The days of our happiness here arc 
passed away! 

Saturday Morning. - hh.\ she has grown worse and 
worse, though by slow degrees. Dr, D. says, when the 
fever returned, it was w’ith a fatal change in its nature 
from inflammatory to putrid, and that he has very 
little hope of saving her, O! my friend, may your 
heart never feel the anguish with wlxich mine is at 
this instant torn! 

How' much would Mr. Porter be to be pitied if he 
had strong sensibilities! - so near calling such a bless- 
ing his, and to have it thus tom from him! but his 
sensations seem more like vexation than grief. 

My father’s sanguine and cheerful disposition will 
not suffer him to tliink his darling so ill as she too 
surely is. My mother, my poor mother! - she has 
heard that a clergyman in Worcestershire, of the name 
of Bayley, ha.s frequently administered James’ Powder 
with success in very dangerous cases. 

She has Just sent a chaise and four full speed to 
conjure him* to return hither in it on an errand of life 
or death. We have all eagerly caught at this possi- 
bility, and are flattering ourselves with hopes which, 
I fear, are but as the .straws at which drowning 
wretches catch. Is it likely that a private gentleman 
should know a better method of Mininistering that 
medicine than a physician of D.’s acknowledged 
skill? 

Stmdi^. - Mr. Bayley is come; he arrived at ten this 
mofning. The instant he came into the room my 
motfier rushed to him and, falling on her knees, 
clasped her arms wildly around him, exclaiming, in the 
{toeing accent of anguish, *Dear angel-man, save my 
chiWP 

He burst into floods of humane tears as he railed her 
firotn the gimind. They went instantly into the sidk 
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rluunbt'r * hut O' In t'lM >. u ik>i nior'' hf>}»r than Dr 
D. If the fnct had hut (tnuiiautl mtlatnnuttotv ' - 
but here all r\ at tiaf it 'ti u ptinitinus Hr jrnin flir 
dot tor in aihiaiiir nunk tmtlHiiirs in'.ttad of thr 
po%\tlri'<> Atiiru' atheu' 

Mitrnws*. I h.i\« hatdK lirncth to trll 
you It is pionoiinttd, dit (.uiimt sutsivr this nittht; 
thtii is no bahu in tfjhatl' Ih n fm lo that ssr mas 
hr supjjnitrd unthr ihi »\(«r ihatianitnt of 
AltiUKht^ ptmtr' 

fJfjthain. Xoftinsdnn^hitf , Junt t, i7hj, 

I hast* 'at alnui't .m houi at tht suiimf-tahlr, tnv 
hands tutssrd uptui this p.»prr, tinalth to take iip thr 
}>rn; that ptn whith I mid to '•ri/r utth suth tjlad 
nlacrity when it svas tt» tomrs tin thoughts to >ou! 
Now spiritless, aftiic fid, ssi ats, ins immi pirsrnts tmly 
sernrs of imntnihd rnollri non; ui, hosrrmg oxer thr 
silent and uniinirly giavr of ni) sistci, pen rives 
nothing hut a dtear vaiuits. 

Your last letter fame to me sshrii im heart lalxnired 
under one of the keenest parox^stas its late anguish. 
The funeral bell was tolling and the dear, tlear remains 
were everlastingly passing away from our habitation. 
Six of her young rompanions, in white laimrnt, the 
emblem of her purity, drowned in tears, bore, with 
trembling hands, the pall that covered that dim form, 
which, but a little, little fortnight liefore, had walked 
amidst diem with the light step of youth and gaiety. 
Yes, upon the very lawn over which thev were then 
slowly walking in grieved and awful ttience, inter* 
rt^ed only by the solemn death-bell. 

^us vanish our hopesl - thus cold is the bridal- 
bed of my dear sister! No sunbeam thiU {derce its 
dwrfc reccm *tiU the last mom appear*. 

la a inr days after this sad loene was closed, we 
sstase hidser the village—retirement of my ejo t^t le a t 
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uncle and aunt, Martin. Pious tranquillity broods 
over the kind and hospitable mansion, and the balms of 
sympathy and the cordials of devotion, are here poured 
into our torn hearts. 

At times I can scarce persuade myself that I shall 
see her no more! - for O! how perfect was our amity! 
Upon that tender, instinctive aiEfection, which grew 
with our growth, was engrafted esteem the most 
established, and confidence the most entire. One 
bed! one heart! one soul! Even the difference ©four 
dispositions became a cement to our friendship; her 
gentleness tempered my impetuosity; her natural 
composure caught animation from her sister’s spright- 
liness; - ‘our studies, our amusements, our taste the 
same*. O heavy, heavy loss! yet bow thy stubborn 
grief, O my spiiit! and remember the reason thou 
hadst to fear for her happiness in that union, from 
which she was so awfully snatched away. 

Cut off as she was in the bloom of life, yet nothing 
could be more resigned. Sickness, pain and the 
extremest bodily weakness, had not power to extin- 
guish, or even to abate, the pure flame of her devotion; 
yet all was calm and rational, for she had no delirium 
through the course of her illness. When her eyes were 
closed to open no more; when she seemed insensible 
to outward objects, she continued fervent in prayer, 
nay, in thanksgiving to her God. She repeated the 
Lora’s prayer often, and several verses out of the 
Scriptures which were applicable to her expiring 
situation. In these repetitions her voice, though low, 
and interrupted by the pausings of weakness, was 
distinct. I am sure she had a foretaste of the ever- 
lastim^ happiness which was soon to recompence, ten 
thousand fold, the mortal struggle. 

She expressed unwillii^ess to take the musk medi- 
cines, wmch, I am afmid, were disagreeable to her. 
Yet when my father and mother soUated, she opened 
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ha month anti su.ilhmai them, \\ithouf shrwine any 
more rt Iiu t.im t* 

Her partial affiition for nu u.i*- thr laf<st 

^raininEt of ha $'< nllc spint As 1 >..it In h« i iiVc « pmc, 
thf nioinintf of fl.r final tl.u, anti savs li< r !« pah and 
stn ti htd <ait, hf i sv ( « t c vis iin ihh to r pen, dn s.ud 
in a hm voui, ulirn wf had all thuiicht lui invisdilr 
to (vov f iifhiv KinllMtioti, *Sp« ak, niv Naniv; let 
in(* onu inoo hiai th.it thiti vout, »\a wihonu' to 
m» '' 

O’ hou thf>M \soid \if \ dll. It' on niv tai' I npoat 
than to iiivmH main tinu t in «\»u tla) and nitdtt, 
uidtavontiiiR to ni iut< tfi sntit ntoundul aiunt 
in nhiih thrv f«ll upon nn soul niih iiuhlihlr 
impression. 

Myfailurvsasattoui/«d hv th< loss of this, tin* darling 
of his heart, hut it is ama/ing how soon the native 
cheerfulness of Ins tunper has aiisin fiom heneath the 
blow. My nuithei, at fust, lion if hcftri She 
directed the funeral; and the biisuun vihuh it treated 
seemed to have renderetl her spirits tolhcted, and to 
have dried the soutie of hei ttars; but, when that ssas 
over, a deep severe dejei tion sun eeded, sshit h nothing 
seems of power to toniftin or to t he er. 

My cousin, Miss Martin, is of «i> sistei’s age, and 
was deservedly belovetl by her alwvc all her other 
companions, next to myself and Honora. bhe grieves 
Ibr our loss and her own with passionate tenderness. 

Honora, pung as she is, has shared all my sorrow. 
If she is but sparm me, 1 shall not be quite liereaved. 
It will not be wholly in vain that 1 shall say, Return, 
Mdtt days! Adieu! adieu! 

Gotham, Nottinghamshire, June ay, 1764. 

With what kind anxiety do you inquire or me if our 
IMtovvi tota? Mine 00 soften, my ikir citfttiiie; 
|Mi1id]mtaon has been their bahn. 
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Upon a pleasant grass-plat, in my uncle’s garden, 
stands a fine old mulberry tree, of extensive and luxuri- 
ant shade, beneath which wc all used to sit, reading 
and working, in the happy days that are flown. 

There is an austerity in my mother’s grief which, in 
a great measure, keeps us silent in her presence. We 
see my father cheerful, and fear to open afresh the 
wound of his heart, by even alluding to anything which 
must recall the image of her he has lost. So, in these 
summer heats, we hasten to the mulberry shade. It is 
there that her name is ever on our lips. We recollect 
her looks, her voice, her gesture, her sentiments. We 
search for the passages in our poets of which she was 
most enamoured, and her accents return upon our ear 
as we read them; and thus do wc extract the bitterness 
with which unpartaken sorrow bioods over the lacera- 
tion of its tenderest ties. 

How comfortable is it that we can pass many hours 
of cvciy day exempt fiom the intermixture of society 
with indifferent people, who would soon be tired of 
this eternal looking-back to the past and recalling the 
image of the everlasting absent! They would fluicy 
it right to force our thoughts into other channels. 
Mistaken idea! which yet, against experience, main- 
tains its ground. 

We are never w^eary of our heart-affecting theme, 
equally interesting to ail the three. It in some measure 
restores to us the angelic friend we have lost. She 
seems yet to mix in our conversations. We take 
delight in assuring ourselves that her spirit hovers 
round us, and receives a part of its happiness from 
the consciousness how tenderly she is yet beloved, how 
incessantly remembered by those who were dearest to 
her on earth. Ah! I hope they will one day be re- 
united to her in a state, the felicity of which wiU have 
its completion in the conviction of its permanence! 

Early next week I shall accompany my fi^ther to 
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Eyam, his lisintt in Dri!)\^hirc. Durimt thr I.ist nf 
riur residait£‘ ihcrc, Mr. Piutrr nuMiis in join us, whtnn 
we left hdund ssiih his sistn. \ftrr hr ha- passnl 
sonit* class ssith us ihrrr. \\« shall all K-a'srinhlr at 
Lichfirhh flhanqrtl Lithfitld! Ah! boss inisri.ihly 
fhautrni! With sshat chfhn'iit sfusaiioib. to sshat I 
used to feed, shall 1 «a!(h thr in 4 uhinjor of iis 'pins 
fioni thr lU’it'hhtnniiifi hilM ihoa' spirn, nrsti til! 
then, aflrt ahsriu r. laluhl ssith h 's than t.ipturr. 

But as to Dnhssliiir, 1 shall Fri 1 a tiiojuniol sssru- 
iirss in rrturnitiii' to thr mount. int-ht is, hts ot that 
village, in sshosr bosom nis si>in and ins -i If in st saw 
light, and sshnr ssr spoitid assas thr hraii s nfmlant y, 
till I was six, she list*, yrais old, and s\hi< h ss'r have 
re-visited togelln-r of late yeais, passing fie(juemly 
itonie of the !>uminer months in that lomantit letieat. 

Much, however, shall I lose in not having Honora 
with me, whom my toother cannot spare, since n»y 
father has no gratiFwation in rer ailing the past, in 
*overtaking the wings of nine', and in biinging hatk, 
arrayed in uU the sctfiening hues ofieiollettioii, 

‘ . the hours, the days, 

The years that saw us happy.’ 

I am afraid that men in general feel little of all this. 
Ahl rather than my destiny .should ever be united to 
oiM! whose spirit is proof against these iieasive luxuries, 
may I never change the name my Sally iKtre! lest 
the habit of supprming sensibilities which rannot be 
partaken, cltange the nature of that heart, cm whose 
softnoa her image, and the remembrance of her 
virtues, is so deeply impressed, and to which you are 
unalienably dear. 


Lichfield, Aug. 1764. 

How strange is it that ! returned to LichAeia a whole 
month ago, and have not written to you in the interim; 


M 



THE SWAN OF LICHFIELD 

not even acknowledged one of the kindest and dearest 
of your letters! Alas! my averseness to take up the 
pen yet remains undiminished. 

You express a desire to know how we bore the 
tearing-open, as you emphatically call it, of our recent 
wound, by a re-entrance beneath this roof, over which 
the shadows of death had so lately brooded. We were 
all of us deeply, my mother terribly affected. 

‘In vain I looked around 
O’er all the well-known ground, 

My Sally’s wonted footsteps to descry! 

Where oft we used to walk, 

Where oft, in tender talk. 

We saw the summer sun go down the sky; 
Nor by yon fountain’s side, 

Nor where its waters glide 
Along the valley, can she now be found; 

O’er all the pleasing prospect’s verdant bound 
No more my mournful eye 
Can aught of her espy, 

But the sad sacred earth, where her dear 
relics lie.’ 

Those charming lines of Lord Lyttleton’s are as a 
mirror, in which you will see reflected the feelings of 
your Anna’s heart on returning to the mansion other 
youth and happiness; yet you needed it not; your heart 
would suggest, your sensibility paint them. 

But the pleasure of seeing my Honora again, of 
weeping upon her neck, and of mingling our tears, 
was, and yet remains, a great and increasing con- 
solation. 

It was an extreme effort of resolution to resume my 
apartment - the scene, during many yeara, of pleasing 
hopes and perfect confidence; during thirteen suc- 
ceeding days and nights, the scene of dread suspense; 
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t»i ihe .strui?i(lrs of iiiif»n>h,ihli> li«*pr .itf.iiiist lUspaii*' 
of pairnt.il anytiWi: of foiul romjj.i^Mon. Utrdirim: 
btTiuw unav.iilinji; of hlavinl < ^pct t, if ion; rtf 
lovflinc.ss! * 


Imnu-fhntch on ni> .ifri\al, I ^lv iicrl mv inoUuT lo 
allot mr .sonir otlxr room, foi I .jiouM nnn, I muI 
br ahir to mh.tbit th.if M.r o! a-urrl a ^s,,s a 

charminii apantiH'nf ami. ion i tinur of thn t- rooin-^ 
iva. vrry u.mrniriit loj iti\ rmploymroi ; fh.it it 
ji^ouid l)r u(itr‘r if 1 i mild u a/ h in% fn art tfi (md 
f.u tion ill MTiip; Houoi.mm t u}>\ ub.uomf u.i'.SalHN 
flmsmu-room. I pr o H\nl fh.‘ ju tm .,0} f),r rrniaik, 
ami felt a forrf.islr of tin- ion ol.itioti wbiih v\oultl 
rwilt from that l.i\t timunsfam r. 

Thr* tirar j'iil, who was pri'o-iu, '■aitl, witli a trndpr 
smilrj It may lir IhiI it will not Ik* luiifly* 

and surely the wiom r v»u «•*« ow’r th<- hist .shot k of rr- 
entmng that apartimni tht* iMttrr; l« t us t'o to the 
room your .sister lovetlT 

Ah! exclaimed I, ant! wept, hut it iiuist Iw* irnmecH- 
atcly then; long prepaiatioii and refleeiitm svill hut 
increase iny reliittarKe. 

We went umt.'iirs; I hurried through the passage, 
moulding in the throes ofaiiguidi, lionora’a arm, 011 

k • I t. ^rwung the door, the lied! the 

ehairs! the bureau! the drei>sing»t«'ib]e! every separate 
pwc of funiiture seemed to bear the stamp and image 
of her we have lost . 


^ We sat down, and wept during some time ttt pas- 
wtWMte silence. Honora then lecl me to the window, 
and n^e me observe how beauiifuUy the selling sun 
those spires, whose illumination our dc** 
paitiM mend used to contemplate with delight. She 
out to me Grom those windowi every pleuing 
?>!)«« that my Mier laed to olwrve, «id ufaf, Iwe wifl 
moie than ever for her sake.’ 

M mi rntm. I fdt that in this apartment, of all 
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Other places, I shoijld be most coatented, most 
consoled. 

Honora proposed requesting my mother’s permis- 
sion, as she had her friend Miss Hammond with her, 
that we might sup where we were, without quitting 
the room for an instant till the next morning. 

With what an insight into the human passions is this 
dear creature bornS All that others gain from ex- 
perience seems hers by intuition. 

I enclose an elegy which I wrote upon the late sad 
event, in the course of a few days after my return home. 
Most part of it was composed upon that pleasant 
terrace where we used to read and work on the calm 
summer days. 


Gotham, Aug. 1767. 

I write to you from the retired, and yet cheerful 
mansion of piety and peace, where our family have 
been in the habit of passing a month every two years; 
except my father, who contrives to be at some water- 
druixing place for his health, though generally so ex- 
cellent, while the rest of us inhabit tms scene, much too 
quiet and uniform for his lively spirits and social 
>taste.' 

For my^f, though truly I should never have chosen 
to quit Lichfield for Gotham, yet, when duty leads 
me thither, I can support its tranquillity without emdd. 
Here none come who arc anxiously expected ^ none 
go whom our sighs are responsive to the 

cksBiig door. Hhis is not the Abysshuan Hill r- but it 
iii thb diisttr retreat which sheltered and soothed my 
dfSKdadon, wl^ death had robbed me of ah poly 
fWter, Sold wounds of that fiit^ Sth^ke worn 

jnbe ctm old pksonage is imeom^ 

v'ltB',.fire-piaces’have odd''|itt 3 «:'ckhpa'?w^*'^ 
wbkhare the blessinfi of empjoyhthai 
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in (filii iff ij.u- \ inial uanhn (luir- 

till' hona. In i! h»»nt, a hcii vsalk 

flividf'N sjt.fS'.-pl.it . ,tri<! 1( , (is lo a Inili* un ki t-i'al**, 
arrhrd ovii with i\v. tliat r»j>‘iis int'i the 
A narrtm sn.iMl i m< ndt aloin* tl i* fioiit nfihc 
hntisf, and umh't the ji.nloui Onposifp 

thnn, and nfinii the l.u.<‘r ita slainl. that 

vmrrahh* and iNfian im niulhcirs tnf, whit h 'liadnl 
us fhttn thr Mintnifi la.it , uhtn, in tin hnurt of 
stmow, ( (Ilian, Mt < VtaHin Honora, .md nuscU, 
rrsorli’d linthri to nidnl *!• om Jiioiunlul in nlii t timjs. 
Ilvn> othi'i \iMf we havr, thioui,dt lifi , paid to tlui 
quirt ’i<rn**|, was. a it i. now, in .uiimiin 

ik'hinti the house In s the kiti h* ii raolt ii, and auosi» 
it a j«bl)iv path whnli Irach into thr i hurt li-)ard. 
Ah! what a diirneme hetwien »mi st.itrly lalhedtal 
and this siimple rdifi* e 

*Tl»e plainest tool that l*iet> ( ould r.iise, 

Ami only i.’(nal with its .Maker's praise!’ 

When the. tuneless liell < alls us to Sunday’s servu e» 
what a romrast. in these rude and mms-ntrvm^ walls, 
to the Ions and vaulted aisles thr {lealiiig organ • 
tins beautiful ami fulhvoieed choir, and all the soul- 
eacalting enthustasm whirh rt'suits to a lover of niusk 
0rom citoral devotion and Gothic magnirtccncT! 

But here the religious heart ];>uur.s forth its un- 
aadsted dewtion in the plain pews, and at the rustic, 
altar, surrounded by humble villagers; their only 
die crowded posey, whose pinlo and roses, 
inixed with flowering thyme and southernwood, are 
twisted closely round by a plenitude of packthread, 
and difituse a iiragrance more cheering and grateful 
m ftiy leoQie than me camhfic handkerchiefli of iwhion- 
Iridki ladies, s|arinkled with costly easesice and perflimed 
WIMr. 

58 



THE bWAN OF LICHFIELD 

Nothing can he more uniform, more simple, than 
the manner in which we pass our time; and in which 
week after week glides smoothly, yet swiftly, away, 
and seems, on retrospect, to haee been scarce so many 
days. This is from the want of various fates, varied 
employments, and of incidents, to mark the progress 
of time, and divide one day from another on the 
memory. 

We rise at seven. At eight mv aunt and cousin, my 
mother, Honora, and m>self, meet at our neat and 
cheerful breakfast. That dear, kind-hearted saint, 
my uncle, has his milk c.irlicr, and retires, for the 
morning, to his study. At nine wc adjourn to my 
aunt’s apartment .abose .stairs, wiiere one reads aloud 
to the rest, who are at work. At twelve my uncle 
summon-s us to prayers in the parlour. When they 
are over, the family disperses, and we young ones 
cither walk or write till dinner. That appears at 
two. At four wc re.sume my aunt’s apartment. Its 
large and lightsome window commands, it is true, no 
other prospect than the church-yard over the garden 
wall, and the village below, which is broad and grassy, 
with homscs thinly scattered. Now, in the latter end 
of August, the evening spectacle, from seven to eight, 
is truly pleasing and joyous. A majestic old elm 
stands in the middle of the green-sward, circled round 
by a mossy seat, and is the rendezvous of the village 
youths and maidens, when the labour of the day are 
past. Some of the young men wrestle; some play at 
quoits; and others sit on the bench, and ^Ik to the 
lams. It is impossible to express the satisiketion I 
have in beholding these natural and innocent plea- 
sures, - 

‘Scene of athletic sports and whisper’d vows.’ 

When wc quit this dear apartment, to take an even- 
ing w^lk, it is always with a degree of reluctance, even 

59 



* it } 


V '• «» 1 I I < !. I 1 J I t> 

•Mmmii »h. tntlvcKi,kv.or.(l ; 

miU Iru^u H.'i-, fP|. v h,. h .,v, ks ^ 

tub \4il. . % al.jf ' U\ ll. r„ ! j|^<, 

.imi mhvw.m) }a th, t ,j 'a.uri .mkI h* 

nur.rhr. u> rju-' ' M t. . k. nx- 1} nt (!„ < 

li>un, V m , .,fp ,1, > , .laftiaMium 

''f"*” < $ i- '--i-'. h 1' 1 a 1. ,p1,a aiit 

?‘iV *1 II KO a },•!., V,, , 1., , pirau'hl'cl 

fiHd, !o a liimip ,} tf,, ff .,!}>>',* nil Il..iMr.in 
fHlI, .md Whjr I . at. If t|( • . f{, \tll.iu»-i, 

plaUJfU to l.nUo JM ihf fi] h"a Iliu I 1, 
old t.iK ami to V, n lif ,1.., v^l,ah air ,,uj to 
ttnuiiit it) th* It I ojitioMiH laiion 

Ihrliour -npiH , Iwd-i.u.r i ntlnmi-d 

iuirl miiwtl ti>rvirllnji inntta! atiounf lo in\ luulr’si 
1 1 fii\( t 'i.ttion, hit h tsaivta^ ir liuiouv 

mfirtr>% oi inoial Mihjuif At hall pa.f i.-n, hr rail* 
in hif ^rv.iiu* to j«uii out <l<vMiottf, whiih 

iICNH'X the |H •!< f tul ailii lltl\a/il(i ti.H, I« a|.(tltilK lit to 

»iw> M iianqml as n u U 

• iwr (tgiri*4i|ilr itita^r i* *»ftrn hj ohiq'int* lc> \isit 

my iiuttilM'n; a (avtan lot *\hn !> I am aivta^ii Ki^tcAji 
tolierKrnUfm.m.mlirr, Ml. Mmphrus. 

,, , ... <J<*iham, On, tjUy, 

liiiic'kifty » cirrk » arrivrti iiroitt Ut itfieid upon 
mmiim to Illy unrir, ami rriurini thither UMnorrow 
WOping. I Iwl impelled i« send you a little letu-r 
5^ Jam, th^h wc arc *o soon to meet and to eiyoy 
Aten othcfi convenatiem, iin* iwe, throuirh many 
g»*iiag mmtia, perhapi ycare; yn, on the Aymimm 


JJJJwojpJJM It On hfotiday we bend our coune 
g fflWWH Iic li6eld; lovely, interening ychacUl! where 
JRgJJj*** ®» «»y youth have paned - the dayi 
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‘The best of days which crow-n our life, 

That light upon the cye-Iids dart. 

And melting joys upon the heart.’ 

Nor are they yet all passed away; - it is at least, if not 
spring, high summer with you and I, who have not 
yet attained our twtmty-fourth year. 

Doe.s it not seem some merit of the temper, that 
Honora and myself have been so tranquil and cheerful 
in this scene, when lht‘ idea of exchanging it for another 
inspires us with so muth delij^ht? 

1 begin to count the hours till Monday morning; yet 
this pleasure of expectation, perhaps more sw'eet and 
vivid than any reality which can crown it, is not with- 
out alloy, not without a mixture of regret. My 
amiable cousin will f<*e! her reliremcmt more lonely and 
deprived, for having had it enlivened during a whole 
month, by society so dear to her. That consciousness 
is pamfiii. How I wish she might be permitted to re- 
turn with m! but my aunt and uncle will not hear 
of it. 

It is evening. Half an hour ago my fair cousin and 
myself were walking on the grass-plat, upon which our 
chamber window looks. I’he sun was setting splen- 
didly; but, looking up, I saw an object more bright, 
more lovely ~ the face of my beauteous Honora at the 
open casement, packing up a little box which we were 
to take home with us. Sne leaned forward, bending 
upon me her fine eyes, luminous with joy, then lifted 
tl^m up with a smile of delight, and clasped her dear 
hands together. I need not observe that it was the 
thoughts of our approaching return which produced 
this talent eloquence of pleasure. She would have 
restrained it, I well know, from respect to poor Miss 
Mutdii’s very opposite sensations, had not diat dear 
girrs eyes, heavy with regret, fixed upon the 
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^ound, and therefore incapable of seeing an emana- 
tion whose lustre must have pained her. 

Ah! to how many gay and fashionable nymphs 
would our joy be unaccountable in returning to a 
home so quiet, to a life so uniform ! They would think 
it only one degree more supportable than village 
solitude, and worthy only of a cold preference. So 
they must think, since neither balls, nor plas’s, nor 
lovers, await our arrival. W'c want them not. It is 
enough for us that, in the scene we love, we can have 
reading, music, friendship, the company of Emma, and 
a few more beings like hr.r, who diffuse the spirit of 
pleasure wherever they approach; and with whom 
‘all seasoas, and their change, all please alike’. The 
poet goes on to say, 

‘Sweet is the breath of morn, her rising sweet.’ 

So shall I, so will Honora say, w hen we rise on Monday 
morning - the morning that is to light us back to 
lichBeld! - to you! 



NOTE BY THE EDITOR 

All the letters printed up to the year 1767 were 
addressed to a close female friend of Anna Seward’s 
and were included by Sir Walter Scott in his edition 
of her Works. There is now a gap of several years, 
due to the fact that she did not keep copies of her 
letters during that period. By 1784 she must have 
realised that she had a place in the literary firmament, 
for in that year she commenced to make ‘copies of 
letters, or parts of letters, that, after I had written them, 
appeared to me worth the attention of the public*. 
Thus, except for certain letters from 1781 onwards 
addressed to Dr. Whalley, published in his Jourmls, 
her regular correspondence may be said to begin in 
the autumn of 1784. 
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JIr Wfiviii'i, 

I K liiii Id, Jnnt* it> I “fit 

Intindn''inr Snillf tini \(»u t«3 t.ith «iih<‘r, I 
ikiUH, I duniitl tijx n tu hoth a ntw muju* u{ <l»hc(ht. 
L.uh {Mak> tf* ttir tl tilt ' tlu r*‘ jHm< t ol picaang 
Vrith t (ju li t nthti'i tMn 

NIr 1 ail l» .ijjjh to Ik* onh imuh tunic 

iitijt itjntt* 'lf» liii tiivsti .md ! ! i MS t i t« in {WHstu 
tntnjHcHitm I ai'^t {i>i ni lux ati muimnm 

idta, and foi the iiajtps ah(i<itu«ti and }ni>iu t polish 
of many a (s»upUi His itnipti is inipi luous, yet 
kind and penile 

Ah zephyr bl«v.Ing umleinealh ihe vinlrt, 

Sc aril vsapi'imc its svseti h<ad, \et, Ixim; thaPd, 
Rough as ihe Hind that lakes the mcnmt<un pine, 
And stoops it to the sale ’ 


But this indignation always subsides in a few mmutes, 
and leaves no tiaie upon Im mind. I its truth u 
sacred. His honour was never duubud, even by 


those who abuse him for not living with an ignorant 
and ahrewuh wife. No vice ever tainted his youth or 
riper yean. He denies himself every luxury, yet 
knows not how to dray otliers. He has a bleedmg 
semiibiiity of every want and every woe, and it Is too 
much for his peace. He pours, as you know, all the 
n»rit of his virtues and his talents into his song. How 
thesi should such singing fail to charm every iioble>* 
mfndiwf listener? 


Bn. Whaluiv, 

Lichfield, November, lyBt. 
You will easily believe me when I aaiitte you thal 
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my luxuries are of another nature than those which 
are supplied by what is called polished life. Even my 
ingenious friends laugh at me for my awkward sim- 
plicity. I wear no powder in my hair, and mind 
nothing of dress beyond the clean and decent; and I 
could live for ever upon mutton broth, thickened with 
oatmeal, fried pork and potatoes. . . . 

My faults are many. I am impetuous, resentful, 
and without an atom of what the world calls discretion, 
except in matters of property, where I think it is dis- 
honest to be neglectful. 

Dr. Whallly, 

Lichfield, Nov. aa, 1781. 

... It will always delight me to perceive that our 
tastes, as well as our piinciples, accord; that my 
favourite authors have been your favourites. ‘The 
mournful and angry Night thoughts’ are, I see, en- 
graven on your memory. I cannot look into them 
without gloomy rapture. The title I have borrowed 
for them from Johnson, who is tolerably civil to 
Young, brings that being, so heterogeneously con- 
structed, to my imagination; at once the most liberal 
and the most ungenerous; the most dark, and the most 
enlightened; the most compassionate and the most 
merciless; the most friendly, and the least sincere; the 
best-humoured and the most acrimonious; the most 
soothing, and the most abusive; the most grateful, and 
the most ungrateful, of mankind. 

I know him well. He was a native of Lichfield. 
His parents extremely poor. My mother’s fether, a 
clergyman, and an eminent schoolmaster,^ gave Mm 
his education, and without the most distant idea of 
ever receiving a penny on his account, took equal 
pains with hun as with the sons of the wealthiest 
gendemeit. He comes down for a month every two 

For fiMtatUtt tee iMct mge. 
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)pars, the gmst of his diiut»hter*in-la\v. an old frirnd 
of ours. 

Dr. Johnson may hr callnl the mt>‘t Idunal f»F men, 
hMcrause he has open-handed honnis tor all sslio need 
it, and has been kiimsn to diside his last guinea ssith 
the distres.srd, sshen all he piMeso’d ssa^ earned from 
day to day by his ssiiiings. I’mrnierous htiause he 
has no meny upon leputation of anv soil, and 
sirkens with nwy ovtr lilerar) fame; as his late 
work suiliiiently evimes. 'I he most datk, htr his 
bigotr;^ and siifiejstition pass uedibilits; thrv are 
malign, and violent ’I he most ejihght* ne<l. sijue his 
prodigious gejiius and iinnunse knowlidge tan throw 
lustre even u{)on flie Rlnoni of his own niaiigname. 
Compsuv-sionate, briause he will sseep foi the unfor- 
tunate, ptovided their miseries arise either from .siek* 
ness or piverty, and he ssill exeii himself to relieve 
them. Mereilei.s, fiir that he exults over the anguish 
and dispate of ever> jierson, svhose party or rrlighiiw 
prineiptfs liave been different t<» his own. Iriendly, 
oecause he svill kindly eommi-seraie untl serve with 
activity those W’ho seek his good otlices. I’he least 
lificeiT, because he delights to sneer aiul render con« 
temptibie those very people whose soeieiy he seeks, 
whom he caresses with tenderness, and whose interests 
he pnomota. Soothing, for no man's manners are 
more affectionate as bng as tniplidt assent is given to 

*Tlifai ww Mr. Huntrr. In Boiwwiri jyuww we have Ihb ihsiarlor 
flTMr. Himtei! 'Accoidtng to.|duiM«i’« areouni, he wm. “very irvere 
•ai wreop'heededBy aevere. He mod to heat m ownerf iftilly, and he 
tjftd not dJM^aguiib between ifnoranre and negligence, fur he woidd 
heat a boy eguidly Cot not knowing a thing, at for ncglonitii to know 
it.'* It ii, hoiwmr, but juitire to the tnemory of Mr. Hunter, to 
snenttea, that thoogh he might err In tNdng too aevent, the arhCKtl ef 
iJahieM tnw very mpediabte Soriwlt oiahM no niMi^ 

«# Mr, Hnnier tead^ Dr. Johmon gratuitoudy. Ko wMt to Iha 
i|ii§ ycif I jnii atnyiiti iwdivc y M ii jof nmH 
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his declamations. Abusive, because, from the instant 
that the slightest opposition is made to his opinions, he 
exalts his voice into thunder, and ‘don’t talk nonsense’, 
and ‘sir’ or ‘madam, it is false’, and ‘if you think so, 
you think like a fool’, becomes the language he uses, 
and with which he interlards his imperious dogmas; 
while to the pliability of yielding fear and unlettered 
simplicity he is ever easy, cheerful, kind and indulgent. 
Grateful, because he dedicates his lime to the society 
and exerts his good offices even to the most stupia 
people, from whom, or from whose family, he has 
received kindness in the days of his poverty. Ungrate- 
ful, because he would as soon expose the failings of his 
most liberal benefactors, as those of the most indifferent 
people; magnify them into faults, and lavish on them 
the epithets of blockhead, fool, and rascal. He has 
been in Lichfield some time. 

I heard Johnson pronounce Beattie’s charming 
Minstrel a dull, heavy, uninteresting fragment, whose 
second book he could never prevail on himself to look 
into. Mason’s English Garden he calls a very miser- 
able piece of laboured insignificance. Mr. Hayley 
styles him ‘the noble leviathan of criticism, who lashes 
the troubled waters into a sublime but mischievous 
storm of turbulence and mud; yet allows that, with all 
his mighty powers, he is a very odd fish, though, he 
says, he reverences him as the lord of his element, but 
that he is welcome to tear his poems as the ‘lion tears 
the kid*. From the publication of the Lives of the Poets, 
I date the downfall of just poetic taste in this kingdom. 
The splendour of Johnson’s literary fame, and of his 
igtm jatms reasoning, co-operating with the natui^ 
envy of the ignorant, or rather half learned, will enlist 
a numerous army under his banners, overpowering 
by their numbers and by their clamour the generous 
few who have perceptions of excellence, and who dare 
think for themselves. 
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Dr \Sjr\rnv. 

I,i( hfi( 1(1, M.n I. 178^, 

M\ hr.nt rrvoitnl atNun"! an' spcrtnc infifan.itxtn 
fifpwd i hatti itdiiS to me <*'# I sa«!«(l name Ifisfatr 
has (o*!f lar a thrju'and '•ii*hs. and mans a nai. It is 
an t\<rlastin« hint up(«n Lnithd} Imnianifv. If 
Chuttnloit ssmtc those fatnou' pnrnt . hi*, ssnndrrful 
lahnls (tnuhi to !tas( a<iii<d hnn paftnna£(« The 
diHeit, tvthfd hv povcits, 'Imidd base htui par- 
donrtl At anv lati , th< (onttnipf Ic rni t ss.is base 
and mliuznan. 


Dr Wit XU I 

I ondon, ,\{>ni to, 178^ 
From the midst of humes, xsimh e\fn suipass my 
foritiidalile drnttl (d their rxers*, ht nu* 'tiattli a ft*w 
miiiutrs to send mv belosrd •ni<l ext HHiitj ft it nd a few 
hasty and Kratefui ltnt‘s by tlw* ino't Kloriom tif her 
sex. Powm, whith snipass r\m idea I hatl foimrd 
ofthdr ixwibiHly, press so fon il>l> ttpnn mv irrollrr- 
tion that my pen has more ilian onie sUkh! still u|x>n 
my paper, transfixed by the cotistiousness htiw fxwr 
and inadequate are all woids to paint my Sidtloniaii 
idolatry. Kveiy attempt fruitless to prrjcure boxes, 
1 saw W for the first time, at the hararri of my hfc, 
by struggling through the terrible, lierre, maddening 
crowd into Ac pit. She only rould have rerompemed 
dm terrow and dangers of the attempt; and the re- 
qoenwme was full! She far ouumps that ideal per- 
foedoa wbkh, through life, I have viunly searclied for 
fn the theatre. Her oicrgy, her pathos, her ntaicstic 
•Dosn, is inspired by the same icnsibilitv and nobieness 
dr s«ul, whkh produces all the varied atpressiems of 
<lwi« pasriont in Giovanni** and casts the 

tidk the Orawfords, and the youngs at the same 
InMieufable distance, at which he throws every 
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Other singer in the world. I have seen her in Jane 
Shore and Ca&te - conceive with w’hat rapture, for 
it is impossible to describe it. I am as devoted to 
her as yourself, and my affection keeps pace with my 
astonishment and delight; for I have conversed with 
her, hung upon every word which fell from that charm- 
ing lip; but I never felt myself so awed in my life. 
The most awkward embarrassment was the conse- 
quence. 

Mrs. Siddons in the theatre, and Giovanni in the 
orchestra, have made all amusements, dramatic and 
musical, so insipid where they are not, that I hate to 
go to the opera, the oratorio, the concerts; and to a 
play I will not be dragged when the sun of excellence 
withdraws her beams, or where they are not accus- 
tomed to shine. We are going to the Pantheon to- 
night. I expect to be finely haunted by the demon 
ennui in that brilliant dome. 

Dr. Whalley, 

London, May lo, 1783. 

. . . Fortune favours the spirited. No box to be 

g rocured for Venice Preserved. I prevailed with my 
ttle Jessica to whirl down to the playhouse and under 
the protection of her brother, to wait in the lobby for 
the chance of given-up places. The romance of the 
hope was finely scouted by Mr. Barugh and others; 
but I persisted and we ventured. A gentleman of 
hfo. B.^s train accidentally popped us, before the play 
began, into places a man was keeping in the fifth row 
of the front boxes, on our promise of retiring if they 
were claintpd before the first act was over, after which 
we should by the rule of the house, have a right to 
keep them. Ohl even when the siren spoke, with all 
her graces and melting tones, I wished to have the 
speech over, so ardently did 1 long for the moment 
when possession for the night might become secure. 
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Our '•UiTS fjHiKht for ns, tlw mi «.,!>• mn, the box- 
kif|X'r !< filed \sn\i A ilnilinq; ituaiti li»r lift bustling 
m, and m a srumd the jKopIr uhit had taken the 
places fhuriHd them' \’aui\Nas tlun < la »ni, rmr beaux: 
awned lair right tn keep tin in. ami kf t p flu in we did. 
But time Hies, and winds i rmld hut fi ehh shadim foith 
the xeaimnesitf in\ ‘uul that iniihi: iiiv tiai' IliAsediti 
full ami iiailiA stiiann Hu supnhutnan pnweis 
have belli u» 4n« tlv HM t»M\{i\ thaiaifer die has 
n pit sf Hied that 1 luid if imjx* tbh to piuuoume m 
whnh sht IS gie.uesi, vn il sf»uu frit ml w,i to sav to 
me, I am <»tih to see .Mrs Suliloiis in oiu iliaiatfer, 
and if this bund was a luiug » ip.iblf t i ih luiimg 
andslronglv frt linv' all het e\ti Ih m < s and vsas in h ave 
to me the i him e ot the t haiai it i. I hi mid s.iy ( a/iite, 
iKtause, though less snul-luumwmg than ikhidtra, It 
exhibits suth a timilnting ami sulihme variety of 
pa.suons. 


Mjm Wi-siox, 

Lithheld, Ort. ap, 1784. 

1 have ]atel> been in the almost dailv habit of t on* 
tempiatiif^ a very melancholy spectacle. 'Ihe great 
Johnucm is here, labouring under the parox>sms of a 
disease, which must speedily be fatal. Hr shrinks 
fn»cn the cousetousness with the exttrmesi horror. 
It it by his repeatedly exproised desiie that I visit him 
olken: yet I am sure ne neither does, nor ever did feel 
much is^gard for me; but he would fain escape, for a 
tisms, in any society, from the terrible idea of his 
ampnriNicMiig cb^lution. 1 never would be awed by 
bis tMTcasms, or bos frowm, into acquiescence with his 
genersd injustice to the merits of 9 tm wrtten; with his 
swtiosiaL m party aversions; but 1 feel the truest ccais* 
wmiIqa kht h» present suffo-ings, and fervently wish 1 
iMkd power to relieve them. 

Afew days since I was to drink tea with hlin> by bis 
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request, at Mrs. Porter’s. WTien I went into the room, 
he was in deep but agitated slumber, in an arm-chair. 
Opening the door with that caution due to the sick, he 
did not awaken at my entrance. I stood by him 
several minutes, mournfully contemplating the tem- 
porary suspension of those vast intellectual powers, 
which must so soon, as to this world, be eternally 
quenched. 

Upon the servant entering to announce the arrival 
of a gentleman of the university, introduced by Mr. 
White, he aw'okc with convulsive starts, - but rising, 
with more alacrity than could have been expected, 
he said, ‘Come, my dear lady, let you and I attend 
these gentlemen in the study.’ He received them with 
more than usual complacence; but whimsically chose 
to get astride upon his chair-seat, with Iris face to its 
back, keeping a trotting motion as if on horseback; 
but, in thus odd position, he poured forth streams of 
eloquence, illumined by frequent flashes of wit and 
humour, without any tincture of malignity. That 
amusing part of this conversation, which alluded to 
the learned Pig, and his demi-rational exhibitions, I 
shall transmit to you hereafter. 

Rev. T. S. Whalley, 

Lichfield, Nov. 7, 1784. 

The old literary Colossus^ has been some time in 
Lichfield. The extinction, in our sphere, of that 
mighty spirit approaches fast. A confirmed dropsy 
deluges the vital source. It is melancholy to observe 
with what terror he contemplates his approaching fate. 
The religion of Johnson was always deeply tinctured 
with that gloomy and servile superstition which marks 
his politick opinions. He expresses these terrors, and 
Jusdiy calls them miserable^ wmch thus shrink fiom the 
exchange of a diseased and painful existence, which 
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gentltr liiiniau Wnirs uui’idn .i*. ih«' ail-m nmjx nsin^^ 
re’wanl of a lAill-sjunt hli Yi t have not »}>« Ini- 
miliatinj!; !t‘m)is In an\ nuaiis ‘ulidutd tl.ai mali'%- 
olfnt and uniftuv ptulr, .md l)in.u\ pa'i ii'\, uhuh 
'ii^rrp rvvt flu* vuts <<1 hn h»ait, and fo whnh li«’ pfi- 
petuaily vamluid. ami tuniimn's fn sutd.u*, ihf 
fifU*lit> (difpn I iitatintf, ami lliCMiaths iddnidun. 
His mrninn n ( nindt lalils impaind, luit hi iki- 
(jiirmi mils I'll ni t»' I’l Tna)i''tii foiunt. nimi 

Ilf sjxaki at .dl. Mv hr art ath<< tn at him ialKtur 
ior his huaih, sshu h lie dtaus null 'ji at i tlnn null td. 
if is lint ini|)inl).dilf that thi htiiais mmif iiiav ul 
nhnr it unr, atul I.uhiuld iium ii pali iUid urn 
remains. 


\\m Hash , 

Liihfu'ld, Ihi 

At last, m> diar haui,t>ktimt is that nnKht> sjmitd 
in whidi s.r» imith Rnmi and evil, so iiuuii lait;e ex- 
and lUdieiai luitrnwnr'v tif niiml, were 
cd; that enlightened the whnle liteiarv world 
with the splendours oriiLs iinagiiiatioii, and, at iimni, 
with the steadint lirts iif jiidginent; and, yit more 
frequently, darkeiwti it with spleen and envy; mitent, 
throtq|fa the reshtlns powers of his understantfing, to 
thranid tfie fairest claims of livai extellence. 
tm^mk praise is pouring, in full tuies, aiound his 
tomb, and characteristic realty is overwhelmed in the 


Dr. Darwin called here the other morning. We 
wnheed to Mr. Saviile's garden, accompanied by its 
(Owner. Talhmg about some rare imdbeaudfhlpumtt^ 
Dr. Hhuwin turned to me, and adeed if I had seen the 
CatMIA. On my saying no, he contintied » *It is a 
iiMser of such exquinte beauty, that would nujEe you 
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waste the summer’s day in examining it: - you would 
forget the hour of dinner; all your senses would be 
absorbed in one; you uould be all eye.' I smiled, and 
asked him to describe it: ‘What in the first place, was 
its colour?’ - ‘Precisely that of a seraph’s plume.’ We 
laughed, as he intended we should, at the accuracy of 
the dc.scription. He told us afterward, that he had 
heard much of the flower, but, as )et, had not seen it. 


Lady ^fARIANNL CIarnegy, 

Lichfield, March 21, 1785. 

Almast five years are elapsed since Dr. Dai win left 
Lichfield. A handsome >otmg widow, relict of Colonel 
Pool, by whom she had three children, drew from us, 
in the hymeneal chain, our celebrated ph\skian, our 
poetic and witty friend. 

The Doctor was in love like a very Celadon^ and a 
numerous young Emiih; are springing up m f-onse- 
quence of a union, which was certainly a htlle un- 
accountable; not that there was any wonder that a fine 
graceful, and afiluent young woman should fascinate 
a grave philosopher; but that a sage of no elegant 
external, and sunk into the vale of years, should, by so 
gay a lady, be preferred to younger, richer, and hand- 
somer suitors, was the marvel; especially since, though 
lively, benevolent, and by no means deficient in native 
wit, she was never .suspected of a taste for science, or 
works of imagination. Yet so it was; and she mi^es 
her ponderous ^usc a very attached, and indeed 
devoted wife! Tlie poetic philcaopher, in return, 
transfers the amusement of his leisure hours, firom the 
study of botany and mechanics, and the composItuM 
of ones, and heroic verses, to fabricatii:^ ridtiles ai^ 
charardsi Thus employed, his mind is somewhat in 
the same predicament with Hercules's body, when he 
sat amon^t the women, and handled the distaC 
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Jamh B(mvu 4 , Lsq.. 

I regret that it js nnt in my pu^.n m loj nV L,. 
anerdote.s of Dr. ^nl.r,v,n*s' Uuuy. N inSr 

p.xvsed her da>s«lg.rl}H««J witl, an mule at^sr. j 

m«.sequeml> was absent fioiu honu in the s, hod. rfs) 
day.s of the great man; neither did I ever heir her 
mention am of the piomissot> sparkle, whoh douta. 
hvs burst forth, though no reioids <.{ th* m ate vsithin 
my know edge. 1 r annot nu-et ^^nh am , ..nternoo ^ 
of thusc fib irrj >ou(tdul da>s. | hrs are .dl J fe?? 
ike my {Kior mother, gf«,r to their r tetnal home .mi 
thus arc our louniain.s of juvenile nitrlligt-tj. <• dned’m) 
Mrs, Lucy Potter, who, vsere sl.e in health loLd 
commtiriuaie more than site wouftl take the trrtuble t»f 
She k’n? ''"'.‘/'ft *»•»* ilbbtrious fathei.in.faw 

H^ib? f™"' •- 

Mien mconcJtwye ic*tinmnic«. Several Irtier* of hu 

bv^ a Afagatm, that could 

UMfctt no one by their ininnsjc vigour, Tliev will 

ttSwftSoL*hf^»k®“““^ aff JoluiJton’*; but / have 

nf "** *"*"* fompoiition 

*?** the illuatnous, with exaetly tneiuukie 
of reject for the talenti of tltc autiw^ 

*lE^&"Ske.X^.,ar. u^ua^. 
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performance, tinctured with a sort of covert resentment 
to the King, that looks ungrateful for past obKgations. 
I wonder how he could bear the thoughts of such a 
request being made to his Majesty, since he had a 
capital of three thousand pounds, out of which he 
might have drawn to support the expence of contin- 
ental travelling. 

You request the conversation that passed between 

,■» « Hi** 



he always past so much time when he was in Lichfield, 
and for whom he professed so great a friendship. 

‘I have often heard my mother say, Doctor, that Mrs. 
Elizabeth Aston was, in her youth, a very beautifiil 
woman; and that, with all the censoriousness and spite- 

iP V _ _ 1 1 .... * 



telugent. 

‘I knew her not till the vivacity of her youth had 
long been extinguished, and I confess I looked in vain 
for the traces of former ability. I wish to have jwtsr 
opinion, Sir, of what she who knew her ^ 

well in her irrf days.’ 

‘My dear, when thy mother told th«ee Aston was 
hasK^me, thy mother told th(» truth: She was very 
handsome. \^cn thy mother told thee that Aston 
loved to abiee her neighbours, she told thee tnath; but 
when thy mother told thee that Aston had any 
iduHty in that same abusive busineMi, that wit gave It 
zest; c»r ims^ginadon colour, thy mother did 4 bU 
truth. No, no. Madam, Aston’s undenttaia&ei 
net of any strei^th, either native m aratdM^^ 

- ^,:I.]^ve;heard.you.'8ay, that hir s^tiar* 9 vJ|^ ^ 

:bipdt ,Wali»sley,-.was a man of hei^t 
, exie^iie kanowksdge;: that fae was aims a,iip» dti 

^ yet iias^^ 
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Ml. U.ilni'-!* % niu4<lri.ibh tii\fjuu}l)\ f!i)>J,idv; 
as witiKSn Ml, Hiiuiiu's iunsi.iHt m Vu ami pn tnc(« 
at luN tahli*. ill pin ulii'iuiU!* i! ,i\( i‘^tun. 

('mild i( Ik tliai, uitl.uiif 'ik tii.uknl luti ll< i tnal 
jxiun . lit < mill’ I'la.iin ah dliHi (liiiamon sin h 
a ni.in ’’ 

1 K.‘\t . ai. ,ijid liiiK. ili<i \N 'ini li) It.ul 
tinylij ami ixtiii i\t puuns ■ t iiiiiid’ »1 a *hf% had 
Ih‘ 111 (iiitivaud h\ lauah !it\ \ ul. ila hist .tiiihorN, 
aiui b\ K'lnmltiin, wnh tin it umd ami ptthu it 
ii a fat t, that V'-ntii tthl.tmi tl lit -u H ,d mImU dtamnittji 
ovi’i ills will; It is mi it a lai ! that liH d' piisiunii was 
iriiiahlr and \n»lt lit Ihit WahiiHlc \ w,< a man: ami 
tin !<’ is n<» man ss h«> i an u'snt iht n pt at d attai k> <»f 
a (tiimus wnm.iii Wahnshs had nu .dittnaitvr hut 
t« 'submit, «tr tmii Iwr out oi doois ' 

t h.nt pTO( uH'd, iioin Mr. l.»\i it, < i this « ity, tin* 
intliwfd i»*p> of an oiu'Inah hiitr »»! Dr. Johnson's. 
Thoujith its stsli' Ilia) not lnai th«* st.uiip *4 its authot's 
gaiius >ct it is illuinui with a soft las of hiial piriy, 
whit htaniiot faiitoiast its {m a tion of additional lustre, 
however iinall, on the amiable s«ie of the Johnsonian 
medal. 

The gemiine hsveis of the iiottif 'iirnie loiik with 
anxious eyes to Mr. Bmssell, drsiniiR that i veiy merit 
of the stupendous mortal tnay W stiewii in its fairest 
tight; but expeeting also, that impartial jimtte, m 
iworthy of a generous mind, whiili the jxipiilar ery 
cannot influence to flatter the ohjrit of disriiniinatioii, 
nor yet the yeatnings of rememlieied amity induce, to 
invest that objert with unreal perfection, injurious, 
iiom the severity ofhis censures, to the rights of others. 

There can be no doubt of the authentkily of that 
little anecdote of Johnson’s infancy; the verses he made 
iMt three years old, on haviin; killed, by treadifl|i upon it, 
III tdeventb duck. Mrs, Lucy Porter is a woman of the 

klWt Inve aniittiin in Mr. BotwrU^ ^ Ik, J i S i mi . - A. 8. 
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strictest veracity; and a more conscientious creature 
could not live than old Mrs. Johnson, who, I have 
heard Nfrs. Porter sav, has often mentioned the cir- 
cumstontes to her. It is curious to remark, in these 
little senses, the poetic seed which afterssards bore 
plenteous fruits, of so rich a histic and flavour. Every- 
thing Johnson ssrote svas poetry; for the poetic essence 
consists not in ihyme and measure, svhich are only 
its trappin£»s, htit in that strength, and plow of fancy, 
to svliich all the s\orks of art and nature stand in 
prompt administration; in that rich harmony of period, 

‘More tunable than needs the metric pow'ers 
To add more sweetnes.s,’ 

Wc observe, also, in those infant verses, the seeds of 
that superstition whieli grew with his growth, and 
operated so strongly through his future life. 

I have oftt'u heard my mother say she perfectly 
remembered hi.s wife. He has recorded of her that 
beauty which existed only in his imagination. She 
had a very red fare, and very indifferent features; and 
her manners in advanced life, for her children were 
all grown up when Johnson first saw her, had an un- 
bea)ming excess of girlish levity, and disgusting affec- 
tation. The rustic prettiness, and artless manners of 
her daughter, the present Mrs. Lucy Porter, had won 
Johnson’s youthful heart, when she was upon a visit 
at my grandfather’s in Johnson’s school-days. Dis- 
gusted by his unsightly form, she had a personal 
aversion to him, nor could the beautiful verses he 
addressed to her, teach her to endure him. The 
nymph, at length, returned to her parents at Bir- 
rnin^ham, and was soon foigotten. Bomnass taldng 
John»>n to Birmingham, on the death of his own 
father, and callii^ upon fab coy mbtress there, he Ibund 
her fiiffier dying. He passed lul his leisure hours at Mi, 
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Portci's, attrnflinK his sifk-bf'<l, and, in a f«*w months 
aftrr his drath. askfd Ntis. John-nn’s Huiscnt tu marr> 
the «»ld svidow. AfU’i Uvr suiprisr at a 

rrqucst so cxtraoi dinar y ‘m>, Sam, ms ss tiling inn- 
srnt Sftu V.1II ntvoi ha\r to so nirpoNtuous a union, 
Y«»u air not isst nt\ -h\r, and shr is itunrd hftv. If 
s}h‘ liad ans {UMdrjur, this mjur‘l fiaiJ nnrr bmi 
madr to inr. \\j»?r .in* sour nuans nf suhsistrmr? 
Portrr has dird jmwu. in « onvqnf !»<■ of hi wifr’s rx* 
prmnr hahils. Yon ha\r I’trat lahnts. Init, as \rt, 
navr iniiud tlirin into no poihtahlr t tiannrl,' - 
‘Mothrr, I hasr imt drtnsrd Nirs Poiirr I hasr told 
hri the vsorst ofmr; that I atn of niran rM ia« tion; that 
I havr no tnoinv; and that I hasr h.id an tinrlr 
hangrtl. Shr rrphrd, that shr valm tl lu) onr morr or 
Ifss ff»r his drnrttt; that shr h.ul no moir inonrv than 
myself; and that, though shr had not ha»l a relation 
hanged, she had fifty v-ho tlesrrsrd hanging.* 

And thus lieiaine attoinphshrd this srty < urious 
amour. Adieu, Sir, go on ami prospri in sotii ardu- 
ou* t.i»k of nrrsrntiiig to the ssoild the portrait of 
Johnwn’s mind and manners. If faithful, brilliant 
will !» iu lights, but deep it,s shades. 

Mrs. KNowi.f«,‘ 

Marth a?, 1785. 

Mr. Brawell has applied to me for Johnsonian rerorda 
for his life of the despot. If he inserts them unmutU* 
at«3, as I have arranged them, they will c oiirribute to 
ditpMy Johnion*s real charatier to the public; that 
ttrai^ compound of great talents, weak and absurd 
{Mtjumces, strong, but unfruitful devotion; iittolta’ant 

*The caidbntfd gtuhrr tody who worlMsi the Klng*> inriwe to Mb 
fidtwtdy in wontMi When M^y Motrh of lUgrUy, elM mu Mtlod <ho 
limiay ef SukflhrdihiK. Sbe mirvtvMi her Ur. Ktiowkt, Mi 

iwitoMit physMm in Losdoii, ouuiy yeon, and diid fAtumy 4, iley, 

MiMl a0.*A.8» 
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fierceness; compassionate munifirenre, and corroding 
envy. I was fearful that Mr. Boswell’s personal 
attachment would have scrupled to throw m those 
dark shades which truth commands should be em- 
ployed in drawing the Johnsonian portrait; but these 
fears arc considerably dissipated by the style of Mr. 
Boswell’s atknowiedgments for the materials I had 
sent him, and for the perfect impartiality w'ith which 
I had spoken of Johnstm’s virtues and faults. He 
dc.sires I will send him the minutes I made at the time 
of that, as he justly calls it, fremendoas conversation 
at Dilly*.s, between you and him, on the subject of Miss 
Harry’s commciuing quaker. Boswell had so often 
spoke to me, with regret, over the ferocious, reasonless, 
and unchristian violence of his idol that night, it looks 
impartial beyond my hope.s, that he requests me to 
arrange it. I had omitted to send it in the first collec- 
tion, from my hopelessness that Mr. Bo.swell would 
insert it in his life of the C!olo.ssus. Time may have 
worn away those deei>indented lines of bigot fierceness 
from the memory of the biographer, and the hand of 
affection may not be firm enough to resolve upon en- 
graving them. 

01 yes, as you observe, dreadful were the horrors 
which attended poor Johnson’s dying state. His re- 
ligion wa.s certainly not of that nature which sheds 
comfort on the deathbed-pillow. I believe his faith 
was sincere, and therefore could not fail to reproach 
his heart, which had swelled with pride, ens^, and 
hatred, through the whole course of his existence. 
But religious feeling, on which you lay so great a 
stress, was not the desideratum in Johnson’s virtue. 
He was no cold moralist; it was obedience, meeknesi, 
and universal benevolence, whose absence from his 
heart, driven away by the turbulent fierceiicss and 
jeabusy of his unbridira passions, fiUed with so xi»^ 
horror the darkness of the grave. Those glowing 
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.F|#iiatini‘ ui filf'intj uhfh .Uf riitluiM,i<.Tn 

faiifw*! Itf < ori-ft!* imI ( If ' of hs nuth! 

1 wr hIh' mi I 1 1m* If'. n>«is, I xfuK Iwhrvp 
Juim Ml vhhjM >«in(i that If t! Im i s ft n\ to 

uht* <• pin » jit hi \< t (h'll M’M (I It Itiii'l 1 I proutlaini 
‘UiMm in hf If Hi H tilth 11 ni t mh In \t.n ili<« 
ih .»!* !i< tl I I ll It M { t t Ilf i I , j)< »H l|j al,u,fcJ 
at Hi!'\ i tin ii nn mI tin ’n u rtintjj’* 

ims't H sM M , } It 

I n hill hi, \j)til jn, 17 .'}'}. 

Hf.iliii It. Itttnmr tit mi .1 \ti\ lu'Miiu. task 
mistiM 'IliirxifiM h( # \,M f ni' t *1)1 Him mr ntly- 
alirnlk'i itu »pjn<'luv Iimiu 

Ml BoHvrll laicK p.iwii ( (1 \s ila% in 1 It hticld. 
I duJ mit hml him ijum* sn t.imini .mil im»«numH tin 
tht'Mtiipi I i>f John on, as I had ho|Kd horn ihfstxlcof 
hix IrtitTs Hr athi ird lo liistuuMndi, in the dcx}Kn’i 
favnu!, l>Ptv%rfn tm^ and h!«tai\ }ialons\ I maim 
tainfrl, (hat i( vtai a atphistn dinitu lion. Hiihout a 
rral tliffi-itm c*. Mi Bos\sp!I tirjjnl thr nrihkfUhmxl 
that hr, v.h<» had (<ii,ihh<«hf d hi*! <mn fainr on othfr 
ground than that of jiwtn, iihonhl cnw jxx'ik rrpiita* 
tion, eapctiallv whrir n nax |Kwihuniou», and wpmpd 
lo larlievc that Im ttijmlitc to Milton, Prior, (tray, 
Coltim, &t. jMtjt'mIfd from iral want of laAir for the 
higher ordrri of vew, his judgment l«rmg too rigidly 
levere to reltth the rnthudasnM of imagination. 

l^ectkin is apt to start from the impartiality of 
trilling ftndts by their proper names, Mr. Boswell 
toon after, unawares, observed that Johnson bad been 
galled by David Ganick's insiaiit succeffi, and knig 
ecdat, wto had set sail with himself on the sea of pubBe 
Bfe; that he took an aversion to hint on that account; 
ttiat it was a little cruel in the great tnan not once to 
smint David Garrick in hit jpre&ce to Shaketpeaial 
fUBidfiaMii^iiMI,aawdll asunk^ Oiitickl wlmhad 
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restored that transrcndcnt author to the taste of the 

E ublic, after it had riTreantly and long receded from 
im; especially as this restorer had been the com- 
panion of his youth. He was galled by Garrick’s pros- 
perity, rejoined ^£r. Boswell. Ah! said I, you now, 
unawares, ceric to m> position. If the author of the 
Ramblet could stoop to envy a player, for the hasty 
splendour of a reputation which, compared to his 
own, however tliat might, for some time, be hid in the 
night of obscurity, must, in the end, prove as the 
meteor of an hour to the permanent light of the sun, it 
cannot be doubted, but his injustice to Milton, Gray, 
Collins, Prior, proceeding from the same cause, 

f reduced that levelling system of criticism, ‘which 
fts the mean, and lays the mighty low’. Mr. Boswell’s 
comment upon this observation was, that dissenting 
share of tire head, to which folk are reduced, when they 
will not be convintctl, yet find their stores of defence 
exhausted. 

Mr. B. confessed his idea that Johnson was a Roman 
Catholic in his heart. - 1 have heard him, said he, 
uniformly defend the cruel executions of that dark 
bigot, Qpeen Mary. 


To Mrs. G-, 

lichficld, Aug. 27, 1785. 

I cannot doubt your having been infinitely amused 
by Mr. Boswell’s tour. The general style is somewhat 
too careless, and its egotism is ridiculed; but surely to 
the cold-hearted and fastidious reader only, will it 
seem ridiculous. The slip-shod style is richly com- 
pensated by the palpable fidelity of the mterestir^ 
anecdotes; the egotism, by that good humoured in- 
genuousness with wluch it is riven, and by its unsus- 
pecting confidence in the candour of the rc^er. The 
inddcsits, and riiaracterisdc traits of this valuabte woilc, 
gratae our attmtion perforce. How stroc^ly our 
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imagination i» impirsac! wiiui ihi in.wivf Iking h 
prrspntrd to it italkmg, likr a f»i<^nhnd l«ar, ov«t 
thr h«infii llibruli’., roainirif nmnd iht blaik rork<t, 
and lonpH loaMs, in a smaii Irfut, on rough seas, and 
saluting I k'lra Mar(htnald iii ih« Mi nf hks* 

'I n Mh' Momi'I s sv, 

WilMuirii, mar Waiwnk, !h. ^i, 

Jkhold, dial Mis Moni}KH-.in, ihi ptnmised 
niimitis of thai nuious Mtimiatifni vshuh nme 
pnssfd at Ml DilK . tin hi^okilhi in a literary 
parts, fornwi hs Ui Joliionn, Mi Hoawll, Dr Majo, 
and otht rs, sshom Mi Kiioali s and russi !i had hern 
instted to inrti, and in ssiuih Di Joim on and that 
Udy disputed so earnrsily It i% hrascsr r, pirsirnwly 
necwsai^ that >«u dimild knov. the hi toi) ol thr very 
amtablr young sstmian \sh« snas ihr suhjiit of ihfir 
debate. 

Miss Jenny Hans that ssas, foi she afterw,irds 
mamrd, and died t re the (nst nuptial year expired, 
%eas the daughter of a nch plintcr in the hast Indies. 
He sent her over to Lngland to receive her ednr alien, 
tfi the house of his friend, Mr Spiv, vshrre Mn. 
Knowles, the trlrbrated cpiakrr, was frequently a 
vbttcMr. Mr, Spry afiecied wit, and was perpetually 
rtnying Mrs. Knowles on the vulqrc t of her qj^uakerism, 
in the presance of tim young, gentle and ingenuous 
girt; wtki, at the age of eighteen, had received what is 
catted a j^per education, one of modem aceompUih- 
meats, witl^t having b^ii much instrurted in the 
aatura and gprounds of her reliipoiii betief. Uptm 
tlsMe visits Mis, Knowles was often led into a tertotn 
dd^u^i of c3ua]ter>piiiicip!es. She sjp’aks wdth clear 
and graiody eloquence on every suljlect, Hor anta* 
gaaiili %vere shallow theologists, and ofqxNwd cutty idle 
•nil pcNiicicM fMiiefy to iMcp UKt iviHKni* 

iplllll Oil O G w i On aSorio iitiiHPOCi Hi 
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accents .uid with all thr lir.iuiv of languaije. 

Without An> dfMjin of making a prow h tf sh« gained 
one. 

Miss Ham grew ptmi-veK '.inmis, and itwhtated 
pcrpctua!l> on all wliuli had dropt from the lijw of 
Mra Knowle* on a theme, the inhnite importamr of 
whi( h she then, |m rhaps. first began to ft el At length 
her iniagmation puisuing thi' it* pnmal ichgmus bias, 
she bchesed ijiiakinsin the f>nK true ( hrisfianity. 
Beneath suth loinutioji, she thmigln it her duty to 
join, at eserv ht/ard of woildh initresi, that chtss of 
wonhippirs On rleilatmg thesr sentiments, several 
ingenious <lirg)n»n sscu comnussioned to reason 
with her; but we all know the fon eof first impressioni 
in theolog). Ihis >(nmg ladv was argued with 
by the divines, and tlireatenetl by her gtiardian in vain. 
Sne persisted in resigning her splendid expectations 
for what appealed to hci the path of duty. 

Her father, on tjeing niaae acquainted with her 
changed faith, informed her that she might choose 
between an hundred thousand pounds and his favour, 
or two thousand pounds and his renunciation, as she 
continued a churctiwoman or commenced a quaker. 

Miss Harry lamented her fatber*s displeasure, but 
thanked him for the pecunia^ alternative, aasttring 
him that it included all her wishes as to fortune. 

Soon after she left her guardian’s hous& and boftidedi 
in that of Mn. Knowles; to her she often obtarved, 
that Dr. Johnson’s displeasure, whom she had sesa 
fiequently at her guai^an’s, and who had alw»^ 
appeued fintd of her, was amot^t the giealea iiMiEtll* 
fiodlcimofherthendtimtiott^ OncesiMiciuiiehi^^ 
team, and told her firiend she had met Dr, Johnaothm 
the street, mod had ventured to furit hfoi lie 4mt 
Imi that he wottM not dekn to aasiper her , 

acncaiiBy on* Skidded, >on ait 
et Hr* psy*i «*|^eid Ibr me** 
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'! hm far a-* |iritafn»^, to iJio r Kffjufsirrl ininutn, 
I inadf at ih<‘ tiinr of ihr rnMmm < um f'rvaikm! 
Ii tomnirmal \viih Mi» Kiuiwks ‘I am to 

a*>k tin inthilu;f nt t\ Ot»t»or. tuv^anK a vtinlr female 
\\hoiti ihow ihulsl l(t bt knul, 'wlui is uneasy 
at llie loM c»j i! at kii((lm‘*-s If.iiiv sseejis at 

the touMiou la •. tli.u ihnu ssih u**i ■.}»<. ik to her,' 
'MathiiH. f tiat< the odeno SMiith. ami tiesirt )ou 
ssil! ma t ilk lu im .iltmil la i ' 

‘Y« l uhat i'* hit I ninr Do. im'’ *V}M»'>ta(s, 
^hiflani, ajif'tais fiom tla mriiinamts ut sshuhshe 
s*as ediuattil ’ 

kSmels the inuttinv on* iniiuuunits h>r another 
cannot Ik* a innie, il it is liom* ti«»ni niotis*'s of ton* 
srirnce IfarKt thou Ikth ethnated m tin Romish 
churrh, I must suj)|«>s*' thou sstmltlst hast abjured its 
errors, anti that tfiete ssoultl liasr Iwen tnrnf in the 
abiuration.’ 

’Madam, if I hatf fjren edutaietl in the Roman 
CathoUi faith, I fiehesr I should have <{ursiuiiied my 
right to cjuil tile religion of m> iatlieis, tlierefine, ssell 
may I hate the an ogam e of u >«uiig ssenc fi, sslm sets 
henelf u|> for a jtidge on tfieobgita) points, and desriK 
the religion in sshow Vxisom sfie vsas nurtured.’ 

‘She has not done so; the name and the faith of 
Chfistiam are not dented to the iteitaries ’ 

*lf the name is not, the « ommon sense is.’ 

*1 will not dispute this point with thee, f>octor, at 
leatt at present, it isouid carry us t(x» far. Sui^mie 
it granted, that, in the mind of a young girl, the weaker 
afguinents appeared the strongest, her want of better 
jiHiginesit should excite thy pity, not thy resent- 
ment.* 

^hfadam, it has my anger and my contempt, and 
idwi^ wiU have them.* 

*Ckmi|d<^, Doctor, idie must be skatn. - CtmMei 
a noble toune ibe bas sactiheed.* 

H 
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‘Madam, Madam, I iuxt i.fjn lauphl mwlf to 
coSr that thr a-ocumon of frdH lan i‘Mrimalc 

Dotloi, Nvr lanmtt r 4 Mioiialh suppose fhaf thf 
Deity >^in not paidcm a drf. * « m puianu ni snpFoing 
itihould pt«\(‘ m< n» ti» »t i*r«vof when th< « oinidria- 
tionofsmiim him, airntdini: to it- idra, J" 
truth, has beni a piiforahh’ induuinent to that ct 

'^^iadam, I pretim! not to sti ‘ 

of the Deit^ : hut I bate the m h. and diall ever hale 

her. I hate all impudtiite, but tlie impudexuT of a 

chiVs y I nnunnU* ii - 

%nnv is a vriv «< ntle tieatuie. She tremhln to 

hawc oifended hei pairni, though far Jj""* 

his cre^eiti r : gnrves io \u\%r utf ended her guarchant 

U ,in> \o Imvr oir™d«l l)r. Johnwn, whom 

she loved, admired, and honoured.’ 

‘Why, then, Matiain, did &he not fomiill the mn 
whom she pretends to have loved, admtred, and h^* 
cured, upon her newfangled f"® 

looked up to that man with any 
she she would have supposed h“ ^ihty » 

judge of fit and right, at least equal to that of a raw 

wenchjust out of her primmer.’ 

‘Ahlwoctor, remember it was not from a^npi 
the witty and the learned 
disciples,^ and constituted the 
Jenny thtnki Dr. Johnson great and .8^; 
thinb the goipel demands and fnjoms a 
of worship than that of the 
that it is not in wit and 

S3S?SS ««n .had 

to its |»|iitieikns, aari the bxm»f^ 
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‘Ihr lioiiuizr of .i {<«»! h(.ul, m wl.uti. m»u should 
^4%, if>ou s^iil pno'f ni< dxuit tho ndn uliuis Htnih ’ 
if rh(ui i.h<«ts*si to supijo f h(r iithndous, ihnu 
ransf not ilruv th u In }‘.i‘ i)f f n k h* imo sint(H,chs- 
intrrrslfd ( .not l»f hi \j tint (hi uati oillp.iveii 
Hill hi shut to thf tinilii .iiid pioio muid, uhosr^rf/ 
lonsjih II h,«. him th.it ol .ipjm hi luh d duty.** 
i*ho, j>ho M iil.iin nhosis^U uill* 

‘Hull d H» »M II hul^ no! n imk '.h.ill man shut 
hii hi lit* li tin Ihjtv .uii|* (hi hom.iiu* of su(h 
assuuufK irvi him iindit Min lorm ot vsouhip, 
Dr. Johnson ,u»l iho l.nmhlr toil ssill it o to hr hojjed, 
men iii a hlissid itiiiii'v wliuiiM luimaii .imiiwmty 
must hr i.iuufi * 

‘Madam, I am not {oml ol nui line lools anvvslure; 
ihfy arr drtrsiahlr lonipaiis, and nhili it is in my 
pciwei to avoid (oiiMfsing uith till iii, I i ri tan ily shaft 
txen that jioun, and so vou niav ull thr txliouv 
wmh Hhoin you havr |>risu.tdal to think hcrvrlf a 
saint, and of nhom vou wiii, I sup|voa‘, nuike a 
{Mrarhfi, hut 1 *haU takt tarr shr dors not prrach to 
m## 


The loud and aitgiy tonr in whuh hr tlmndmd 
out these rvpitrs to hts calm and ahir aiitagoniit, 
fr^tened us all, rxtrut Mrs knrmlrs, who gently, 
iiot larcaiticaUy, smiieu at hu tnjmttre Mr. Boswell 
whispered me, i never saw ih» mighty lion so chafed 
hefitfe.* 

I have withdrawn myself from a very interestinf 
dnde to tnuucribe for you these extracts. Its sochu 
temptatioii* allured me, some hvc days past, from the 
4da of my a(p^d nuneling, wliom I so seldom leave, to 
Hie now firocea banks of Warwickshire** immofial 
fKmm* whkh, fbr the palm of poetic glory, vsea nay, 
nMMpi than vim, wkh that of the Meles and me Mincio, 
lioart nfycm wen a ftkkiw <^a oolkfe, 

11% eneit impatiioiicaUy^iiestion at least Hie tram* 
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rendencv of the claim; but that is the scepticism of 
p^antry. I have observed that learning, Seed from 
hw spells by the power of genuine taste and sensibility, 
alwaJTallols it. I am afraid. >ou do not ovc poct^ 
enough to inttrest yourself tn the 
Momwssan is the onlv uvtanee I have ever met, where 
a strong understanding, a fine imagination, an“ ^ 
feeling heart, liave not been poignantly alive to tts 
charms 3 ok, of all fieople, you to be this provoking 
unique, who, in hislf»i>, chronology, 
moial philoaiphy, aie an absolute walking hbrary. 

In the Ldinarily furnished liosom, I expe^ ‘ertSllv 
torpedo of this sort but m yours! - I am certa idy 
very sweet-temjiciei! not to lose my patience. Adieu. 

CouRi Dewia, Esq,., 

Lichfield, Jan. 30, t?^- 

After a gradual decline of a months, we ^ve 
lost dear Mrs. Potter, the carhest 
son’s love. This wa.s some years before he marnea 
her mother. In youth, her fwr, clean 
bloom, and rusUc prettmess, pleased the 
than once she might have married advantagcouidy, 
but as to the enamoured affectiom, 

‘High Taurus’ snow, fann’d by the eastern wind, 
Was not more cold.* 

Spite of the accustomed f«tulancc 
lunoodd perverseness, since she had no 

wSh whom, from chiWhood, I ^d 

giL oras of those few brings who, from a stow 

othend »od hrart, 

^ys offcaiity mamttaciancc, m malec 
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v^AS iu)t hm till it ( .imr tn her in i P i tu th }f*ar, by 
tht citAth of Inr Imiilnr lintii iIk age nf 

till iluit paioil, 'hf had bo.nihd m hulifithl 
wuh Jb J(*liH‘on’s inoiliu, uho nil k<j!i ihif little 
iKiokw IleiN ‘thoji, hv wliuli liti hu himl li.id mjijihed 
the Mant\ nirans i>j t\i tuin Mi mtiim, lait) 
Poitei kept the Ih i of mu Indr iit\, btit 

wnuld iiiiiki nil irnfaeunuif in umki t*(l.evH, Iim 
(» rann\,a'‘ heiallulMf li'hiiMin, Imuld i iti h luhl 
hv ‘I u ini' in till -hop Ihm 1 in v 1*< n« i linklMi* 
plate, i-t.uuluiK Ijilmii! tin louniii iim tliimidil it a 
(lisfii.ue to thank i pom pUM n vdtii punh.iMtl futm 
hei a pennv hatilnlon 

With a ni.ukcfl vulu.uitv ol .iddii s and iimtuai'e, 
and hut little iiudht tti.tl i ultiv.itioii, he h id a i < rtaut 
vhrcvulticiiv of untlet standing, and piquant hunimir, 
with the most perlcit tiutli and luie^nfv llv these 
ffood traits in hei t hat at tu, wire the most tes[w liable 
inhabitants of this plate indutid to hi ti, with kind 
smiles, her mulish tihsiinaiv, anti pitvtiM tontradic* 
tions. JtihnstHi hnnsclf, ofirn hei tpicit, set the ex- 
ample, and extentird to liri that i ntuithant nitlulttenee 
which he shewetl not to anv tilher peivon I have 
heard her scold him like a Mhofil-ho>, loi soUnig her 
floor with his shoes, for she was t lean as a Ihitt hwoman 
in her house, and exact!) neat in her perscut. Dre«i 
too she loved in hei odd way; hut we will not assert 
that the Graces were her handmaids Friendly, 
cotndial, and cheerful to those she loved, slie was more 
enteemed, more amusing, and more regretted, than 
numy a pdObdied character, over whose snuxith, hut 
iinlfnd surfiice, the attention of those who have mmi 
pmm listlew and uninterested. 

Jambi BotwE(.L, Eta., 

lichiieki, Maith 35, 

Sir,* tee tie not any lees - the ndrit of your 
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Tour with Johnson runs dear to the last s> liable. 
Those who .ire not interested m its anecdotes, can 
have little mtellectnal eni'osuv and no imae;in.ition. 
Those sslio are not enieitained ssuh the perpetual 
triumph of 'ait. mu witostrfan injienuous argument, 
must be ’>turclur meiralist'^ than even Jolmson himself 
affected to have hten; and those who do not love the 
biogiaphei. as thev lead, whatever impel fee tions they 
may find m the massive Bting whom he so strongly 
chaiat lenses, tan have no he aits. 

I confess, htiwe VI 1, tliai it w.u not without some sur- 
prise that £ peuuved so imu h exultation avowed con- 
cerning the noble blotul whith Hows in your veins; 
since it is moic luHioniable ftir a man of distinguished 
ingenuity to have been ohsturcly than splendidly 
descended; because then his distinctions arc more ex- 
clusively his own. Often, as well you are aware, have 
nobles, print es, piThaps kings, stood awed in the pres- 
ence of the son of a Liihiteld Iwokscller. Can the 
recorder of A/t lilc* ami attirms think birth of conse- 
quence.^ Mr. Boswell is too humble in fancying he 
can derive honour from noble ancestry. It is for the 
line of Bnice to be proud of the histonan of Corsica - 
It is for the House of Auchinlec to boast of him who, 
with the most fervent personal attachment to an 
illustrious literary character, has yet been sufficiently 
faithful to the just claims of the public upon bio^phic 
fidelity, to represent him, not as his weak or praudiced 
idolaters might wish to behold him; not in the light 
in which lAey desire to contemplate Johnson, who pro- 
nounce his writings to be an obscure jargon of |^m- 
nous pedantry, and his imputed virtues a superstitious 
of Pharisaic ostentation; but as he rear, the 
nsott wonderful composition of great and absum, of 
ndasmtluropy and benevolence, of lomiiKius intellect 
and pxqjuaiced darkness, that wm ever produced in 
the hi«w»a|^T> breast* 
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Thr onh pat! of this v^nik \shuM imii I tould 
muth liA\o vstslutl, IS ihf ufii<li mrirrh the 

drsjxtt’s injusiup tr» Mi, Mr ni ■t.uf ' iimtm«tus and 
able 'IrratM f>n 'sh ikr ,pr ,ii< It r nii ir n, as .ill 
im f on*s}v>mlr*iit, nbmr. s>t.ulrl hist tiitn niutli 
more tonson.int than it .ipjtt .mam t ti» tin phil.in- 
lhfO|»v oftlu hirtioaplirr 

I lusr, It IS line, strn ,i tt dral u{ m n tnie aliout 
>(nir Tom m tl < piihlit pimi iiai ih»r hmh in m 
piaisr and ahiM* If i hair! lo is s.hu atr most 
abstitd, tins ssho sihh n tun ii.tiimu' iHumhis, as 
vapid and unintt ir stny. i»i tins uhn jams tins see 
a jHrhn tharaitn in rht iopinrt(tj| mniiaJ whom 
its pages exhibit in Inrhts sr» mkinit and tJ s.srious; 
bo\«ing dirwa Infori the rrhis ol prpnh supetstition; 
rejiayitig th( hrepitabie kimliuss of ihr St onh pro* 
fessois with tiiihehng exultaiinn ovt i ih< iMirennws 
of thrir couiitiN, ami the mipmetl foils rs| their re- 
ligion; and nrainiiig, like a taintiiiaml iKar, over 
daledonia and her loiielv isles 
I have wriitfti to the elegant bard of Sustcx, to Mr. 
Whallcy, who is on the (bntment, to my late and ever* 
hemoured friend^ I>r John Jebb, and my tiiher hterary 
cottespondents upon the menu of >t»ur iVmr; and in a 

S Iril of wmrm encomium upon the gay Irnrvolence, 
aractniitic traits, scenic giacci, and biographic 
fidelity which adorn iu pages; observing afio iiow 
valuam a counterpart it forms to Dr. Johnson's Tour 
to the Helmdes. In ene we perceive, through a 
medium of tolemn and sublime eloountce, in what 
Ikht Scodand, her nobles, lier proreasors, and her 
addPfaiiii appealed to live august wasidefenr; in the 
alAfr how the growling philoso^er appeared to tlwni. 
ill iRi me Of Diognipny is to atceitsun ami otKimpuiiate 
idiariictm* ita domedk minttUmen ia ita moat eiMatidl 

dMilAiilldiuS 

wauiy ualvcraal af^probai^n with whldh diole 
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whose opinions are of consequence, have mentioned 
your work to me, precludes all ideas of defence against 
the frothy spleen descending so continually upon in- 
genious composition from the pen of anonymous 
criticism. It descends in plenteous effusion, 

‘But leaves no spot or blame behind.’ 

Miss Weston, 

Lichfield, July 20, 1786. 

For the first time, I saw the Justly celebrated Mrs. 
Siddons in comedy,- in jRosahnd. - but though her 
smile IS as enchanting, as her frown is magnificent, 
as her tears arc irresistible, yet the playful scintillations 
of colloquial wit, whiih most strongly mark that char- 
acter, suit not the dignity of the Siddonian form and 
countenance. Then her dress was injudicious. The 
scrupulous prudery of decency, produced an ambigu- 
ous vestment, that seemed neither male nor female. 
When she fint came on as the princess, nothing could 
be more charming; nor than when she resumed her 
original character, and exchanged comic spirit for 
dimified tenderness. 

One of those rays of exquisite and original discrim- 
ination, which her genius so perpetually elicits, shone 
out on her fint rusmng upon the stage in her own re- 
sumed person and dress; when she bent her knee to 
her fother, the Duke, and said - 

*To you I give myself - for I am youra;’ 

and when, falling into Orlando’s arms, she repeated 
the mme words,- 

*Tojn>« I give my^lf-for I &mjoursV 

The msiiked difierence of hear look and voice in 
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repeating; that Imc, and panicitlarly the last word of 
it, was inimitably striking. The tender joy of filial 
love was in the first; the whole soul of enamoured 
transport in the second. The extremely heightened 
emphasis on the ssord^i'owfj, produced an clfect greater 
than you ran concrise could result from the circum- 
stance, without seeing and hearing it given by that 
mistress of the passions. 


Dr. Wham.fy, 

Lichfield, Aug. 13, 1786. 

Mrs. Piozzi, a week after her marriage, showed Dr, 
DolMon a letter from Johnson fiilrrl with the most 
brutal insTctives. Few obligations could he of more 
binding force to dcmantl the rctum.s of indulgent 
ktndnois than hts to Mrs. Thrale; lifted up, then un- 
pensioned, by her hand from a situation trenuriom and 
comfortless, to opulence and the luxury he loved so 
well. Flow highly was he indebted for the solicitous 
ftttention of so many yean, every taste gratified, evi^ 
|rcmtdaK}iiie whim indulgi^, every arre^ant brutality 
To remonstrate s^ainst the tndlscretimi 
t^ iasr bfaoke^^^^t^ the duty of mendsyp, befinre t^ 
at the altar; but subM^uent lip- 
w conslstont with grabtude hiok 

Mn, Thrale had violated im law c^God, 
df snasi. It was Johnmn*s {Mut to 
the inennudik mortif^^ 

1 dCao hsm^ent a marriage. Johnson ought m have 
S|iltH[idi dmt nbis^ty riiidkl, whkm he could haim 

siodcB''aiid'’lik-rioq|u»n 'bssl'idr; 

I' |p| | | p y ‘ WP wj ppIl iil' 'l OMpj El f -lyNPCSIOl, l^SlluMsjpR^ 'JpmIwIiP Up' |||pP(W^'/lpiOO©^ 

r :^l g P yBl ipg .;tiP!QUgPD|.^, 

HtjwfL f io 
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Miss More. I do not approve of either, but I think 
it unfair that one should be considered a saint, 
other a demon.* 

Dr. Whalley, 

Lichfield, August 1786. 

It was not given me to taste the luxu^ of Siddoniam 
sorrow, but 1 saw the glorious creature in Rosalind. In 
spite of the disadvantage of a very vilely chosen dress, 
1 entirely think with you, against the clamour of the 
multitude, that her smiles are as fascinating as her 
frowns arc magnificent, as her tears are irresistible.* 


Mr. W. Newton, 

Lichfield, Dec. 17, 1786. 

Yet too agitated to employ my pen on indifferent 
subjects, it is to such friends as yourself only that I am 
capable of writing. You who have long known and 
loved my poor father; you who are m kindly inte^^ 
in my feelmgs, and in my destiny; it is you whom I wish 


MunM , given to »BttttdiniUEVW*n»a'a^^ 
Ana Ywrfey, who wrpte * jpoeiA 

' f wibtciipiioo to 'Covor the -coit of it# , ^>3®^- 

'•’vW#''iriiedl"M>di- invettod'-'to' ;■£<#■- 'Loctill*’#. 'boBefit.;,;- A twlMicc ; 

of ,£10 III C«b hnOed by Hnonah More to Ann Vwalgf. 
ihiM tlse money i# tiie bead hwf |Mrt»ono#. Upon wh^ Hennoo , 

' *M'ay %w never mec^'na^.UU we meet:.ia 
lActaa* had di^layed 

lilt diiilUi not gwsp the tabdctlei of finance and probal^ 
atdto'her'^gS®®' ,It haho more' 

' ' <#»* HumhiA pudnsd :hdf;fiaftroi»ige ' too fiur aiai inq^roi » ; 

’i 

•' tAfflf# Iwia iwA'ewiMy^diiieim^^ to eee Mat. SdAfW’fiite. 

• jM|i»l|igS!i|ic<»iMo^ 11^ ihe wrow to 

w oiHto towitabt .toi 


wMsdilWOniiAH* 

rwMiWldlii#' 
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to addreis in hours like these, when my mind is, as 
the subsiding sea, still trembling from the storm.* 
You arc aware by how .slight a thread the life of 
my aged nursling has been long su.spendcd. His drop 
into the grave is an event which, I fear, will baffle 
my resolution to sustain with the cheerful resignation 
which reason and religion dictate. That entire de- 
pendence upon my care and attention, resulting from 
the decay of his corporeal and intellectual faculties, 
has doubled otjr lj*>nd of union, and engrafted the 
maternal upon rilial tenderness. Hr seems at once 
luy parent ami my child ; nor shall I suffer less, perhafM 
even more, from the hess of lum, than if he had died 
while power, and authority, and exertion were in ffls 
hands. 


He had been several weeks exempt from those 
sudden seizures of apparently mortal torpidity, which 
orften put h» existence into the extremest peril. Last 
Sunday morning, I was roused from my slumbeis, 
between seven and eight, by these alarming woids 
fiom my servant: 'Madam, ray master is very lU. He 
ym few miiiutes ago, in a dilTercmt way ftuni 

a dFeadful lit, You 

go to him. We have sent for Ihr> Joha.* > 

I was not to be restraiaito fiom a 
lil^ lutovim, 1 was not able to eaduie 

That dear foebfo franto, ami venor- 
bMt fitoi, wlikh I had often seen sunk th the 
' paby, tom imd dntortod by ooavtilm 

'4imI <ii|i|iama^ . 

I ImuI mm tm niinun9rni;.tiut' toc^. hisjiAmI*; 

liSin- 'liiiilL'' jjjilt' alif .^.,..1,. ..1 ’ ■iiiiJitia.'Mn* ixn-wn'iitlki-Mt ' lahii iaiir '"iliWtMi- 

'OMNSii 'iiym, 

W0W be fff ct iTO flftiii 
hUUt #bil 
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sary to subdue these convulsed struggles; but if not 
subdued, they would be inevitably fatal. 

The loss of Wood did subdue the fits, of which he had 
no return; but sunk into cold, damp, and, in appear- 
ance, deadly slumber. The physician said he wouki 

E away in those slumbers; and assured me that l»e 
little more to suffer. 

I asked why it might not be hoped that he, who had 
survived apotikxy and palsy so often, might survive 
diis new ana more terrible attack? It was replied, 
that when epilepsy seizes, after a succession of other 
dangerous diseases, and after years of previom de- 
bility, there had been scarce an instance where it had 
not been speedily fatal; that it would, however, be 
right to make every effort to save while brearii 
mained; that a coffee-cup of maddra should be poured 
down his throat every half hour, the capabili^ of 
swallowtng being lost; that nothing moie^^c 
done: that malicinc was useless; that Ws m%ht 
in a ww minutes, or might continue some howl I 
was intreated not to entertain a c«itaii»iy &lla*a0l*| 

l)r. Jones ‘I :airi:nb%«sd:vm::|nip^,^ 

,N '^iyail ■ what a'iday;;of:dapdndhag .aapiid»v.^ti: 

:;by:'ltti ^bed-skk'f'ffiat.-bc^ <«:'vriicb'-he ky sbwhg; 
:;oiM^;liit U0tt imd.-:'fi5ct,-';itiM itondi, icy com; 

his ittoK 

ijB MpMtdng oGOiNel - km hn had no 
mm&m&m* The whit 
ineii:li^.hdliry widboniJni secanhag^ , 
bdllit* . .mtiifnl '■ I la^ncised ~ 

hSIImM#! iim lik shMe In 
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Uith aU thr vtrrnw \shjdt, 1 tlnnk, l.lial anVrtum 
kiva**. to (ft!, I took \sliiit I hdti'fil my 
lastmu Icavt koonu i» pt ,it« f»h lio « < 1<! hps ami hands 
Vsautd hv <sfi\ IkkIs atfamti lof , tin! tu* « ouUl not 
hsf 111! tla\*}fi< ik, I !ml da in ivonl c 0011114 to nn nil 
I .mi dr ittd il.ii svitdi liii\ ns nn, I miuht 
If.iin iht dint Mih'i fn m tlioi ihmi, th.tn iliPir 
v\oid 

So in ms I m sMtpiiK* pnnind 1 it i mlK stupor 
on po HI' no } I if I! Mt I .o» hi i\s iltHpnul- 

in.» 'iitnlfii IK I ts I kf til! il f » loi !. mn k u Ihrn, 
\uili i ill ( p M n t o( \ 1 1 , did 1 1 p( n in\ ni !n » \r-lids 
fhiikni . .uid n'l n< I ’sm .10 md loi md tin srnsr 
of tit pi nation at In i\\ on tin In ut \i\u more' 
lanl I aloud, nr\rr nion 

Diirmtit ssholi hoiu I hid not ri oluiion to ring 
my Iwli for tlir lital inh tin nion At Irngth, aiwl 
without am ainimoin, I hraid tin oiiml ol quick 
Mem approathing in> dmii Stiangi thought I, and 
unieelmg sjxitl' this hast Minis foigotfm m> in- 
junt turns I lifted the ilroj>*l>oh, 'Xfariiiin, ms master 
It aitsr, and intith l>eit<r he hai s|M>ken he tia$ 
aiked for you, and lot hn hiiakfasi ' 

Up 1 snuted, and, huthlhiig on a slight losermg, 
hastened doss it 10 his apartnunt, my heart bounding 
to my s«!ry throat f J I rieml, 

‘Not thro* the ar<h so hturies the blossn tide 
At I, reeomfortnl, did pass that door.’ 

Tile dooTi sirhkh I never expected to open svith the 

f ladiwti oi fiUal hope. * Yes, 1 beheld that beloved 
tther» ntting neaily upright in Ins lied, suppented by 
H biiclk*chaiir, his eyes open» and a portion of intelli** 
svith a took of tender af&ctiimi lighting them 
nil ecKe mote. 

'My dftr Nancy,* aid he, in a taint voice, ‘I am (bd 
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you are come to ^ve me my breakfast. I feel hungry.* 
O’ svhat tears of transport did I pour on that extended 
hand, once inore warm with life! with what unuttei- 
ablc delight did I lift the tea, and bits of toast to his lips! 

When he had eaten his breakfast with liking and 
appetite, and was laid down again to dose, I leamt 
the partitulars of this miraculous revival. His at- 
tendants said that he remained, in the state in which 
I left him, till between five and six, when, on giving 
him the wme, the>f pcrcencd he swallowed it, though 
without moving his limbs, or opening his eyes. On 
repeating it, the next half hour, he expressed unwilling- 
ness to take it, and, lifting up his hand, tried to push it 
fiom him However, they persuaded, or rather half- 
forced him to take it. On the next attempt of that 
sort he opened his eyes, and said, with tolerable dis- 
tinctness, ‘No, no, not wine -tea, and bread and 
butter;’ - but they now, without attempting force, 
persuaded him to drink the wine, assuring him that 
lie should have his breakfast the instant it could be 
procured. One of them ran up in that moment to 
impart the glad tidings to me. 

He ha.s continued slowly to amend from that time. 
His appetite is returned, and he sits up some hours 
every day in his arm-chair, and can converse a little 
himself, with some wanderings, that shew impaired 
memory rather than deranged intellect. He attends 
with pleasure to what we say, and read, to amuse him. 
I am Wppier than I can express, though it is an appre- 
hensive and tremulous delight. 

But my friend, what a resurrection at seventy-e%ht! 
Dr. Jones is astonished, and says he shall never again 
despair while he sees a patient respire. 

My thankfulness to that heaven, which has thm 
restored to my fond cares their thrice dear object, h 
boundless. O! that it may long be mine to screen his 
helpless age from every want, and every annoyance! 
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Miss WtSlON, 

Li< lififlfi, ^^at^ h 40 , 1787. 

RpsponfUnt to >fu« kind inquitns. I iia\p the 
pleasuie to nil %on, ih.it inv l.ithet, thoutrh 

iseakft th.in tin m In'* htnlo, .intl atincl>.t the f.ist- 
r.Mltn '4 {nmets of munuis, Jun hid nn ti lapse sintc 
lin dti nihil rpiliptn sei/uits m Dtteinfni, while his 
ailutioii h 1 me sttms in nnn'.isi .i-, tin fain 1 entigies 
ofliH nund suhotlt Ul*n I atlnnm'tir he fiMiU, his 
wine .uitl fsfii lit' ttniinnn'*, whnli nuhid att ftw', 
inrdi.il ainl p.il.if ihle In hink^ at im with inefiablc 
IcnderiM ss, and vuth an » iiipli.iiK , thniiuh w« ak voice, 
‘thank ><m, tnv th.*i flnUl, inv tl.nhng, inv blessing;’ 
and lint srldnin hr iai!> me ‘tin Injlit nl his eyes’. 
The sensatinns of melting fniidinss wlin h 'iiih expres- 
sions awaken in in> air ol iinntti i.dile pleas- 

ure. But, alas' soon 01 late, we ut mi. ills pay an high 
prirr for whatever has bt t n « oi<lial to our spirits, and 
sweet to our hearts 'Ilus augmenieil tenderness, 
from a patent alwa>s afhdionate, O' how will it 
embitter the parttn|| hour, whuh I must consider as 
perpetually imj>ending> 

Mrs. Clorrtw, 

lachfield, March 2'j* 1787. 

I have tWs morning seen a very old acquamtanre, 
unbeheld since my thirteenth year. I bclies'e you know 
him: that shadow of a shade, Sir (» C, fits figure is 
not an atom more fonnhlabte than in thci«e my heed- 
less and very youthful years, when, about seven yeps 
older than myself, the sight of him, and his tiny 
brother, dispersed my fii.thcr*R apprelienstons about 
mv acoepting their mother*! invitation to pass a month 
wilh her at the old fkmily seat at B— ni •' apprehen* 
domb whidb had arisen from her odd declaraams, that 
me hoped her sons would be men of giUantry and 
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intrigue. ‘Ah, ha!’ said my father, seeing them alight 
with their mamma from the coach, ‘what have we 
here? these Goldbrands the giants! these same mighty 
men! - In the name of chastity let the girl go. If she 
can be in danger from such heroes, she must be in- 
finitely too seducible to escape by any possible re- 
straints parentzd prudence can impose.’ I, who had 
been educated in the strictest temperance of diet, and 
who had run about the fields in the boimding vigour 
of health, and with the gay hopes of dawning woman- 
hood, was yet charmed with the novel ideas ofB — ^n 
luxuries, and of bowling thither in a coach and four 
with two out-riders. Deuce take my Eveish desire 
of rambling from my pleasant home, and healthy 
deprivations. Mrs. C— n fed me up in that fatal 
month, like a porket, with chocolate, drank in bed 
at eight; a nap till ten; tea and hot-rolls at eleven; 

g ease soup at one; a luxurious diimer at four; and an 
ot and splendid supper at midnight - the day-light 
intervals filled up with slow airings in the old coach, 
along the dusty roads, for it was in the heats of a blaz- 
ing summer; and with lying on a couch, picking 
honesty for madam’s flower-pots, without any danger 
of molestation from her puny sons. I wanted to read 
to her: ‘No child, I detest reading.’ - 1 begged per- 
mission to walk about the gardens; no, that would 
spoil my complexion; - to pursue my needle-work in 
her presence; no, that was vulgar. You will imagine 
how soon I sickened of the joyless luxury, and unsocial 
pandeur, for they visited but little with the neigh- 
Douiing families, who were too rational to please, or 
be pleased with the fine town-lady, who professed to 
thim the months of country-residence worse than 
aniuhilation - Alas! my month of vegetation was 
pledged, and during its oppressive progras, the change 
of diet, and total want oi exerdse, gave my constitu- 
tion its first propensity to plumpnm, which, to my 
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regret, no future temperance, or resumed activity, 
coiild subdue. - Till this fucitkss excursion I was light 
as a wood-nymph. The very many intervening years, 
and the change of effeminate youth into more de- 
crepitude than usually appears in middle life, had not 
so obliterated the remembered traces of that pale and 
pen-knife face, that shadowy form, which ‘trie blasts 
of January must blow through and through,* but that 
I instantly knew Sir George C. If he is not more 
corporally consequential than he wjus at twenty, he is 
much more interesting. His manners are those of 
fashionable life; his language fluent, and correct; and 
his even affectionate recognisance of our youthful 
acquaintance, slight as it had been, .seemed to spring 
from a warmth of heart more valuable than exterior 
grace. 

I remembered nothing of these agremens about the 
Master Marmcfficl of ft— n. That long commerce 
with the world should give case to the address, and 
readinesa to the conversational powers, is nothing rare, 
fnit semibiUt^ cordial ingenuousness, are hot 
that lime generally mak^: Yet I sec no reason 
why it should not. Sicfcnm, disappointment, the 
hombi of our friends rising around usl - all diese 
thihp have a natural tendency to soften the heart, aiul 
Id expand its affections. Why they so commonly 
jp»r<odii<^ surpaMes my phibsophy to 

'ttaoe.':'. i 

Captain Sbward, ■ 

Ochfidd, Sept. 2, I78|. 

¥c^ my dear Sir, I have bom honoided wim a 
truly' great ''GUmciaJjV,' , 



all hk ftiU-bldim brnbuis Mm.* 

< nm^WWwWj^. ^ pww , inipww'jm iipia-pjw m\ a)w,pj.«fpi iw,i^ m , 
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The blended dignity, and Mndn«s of his manners, 
perfectly answered the idea I had formed of the noble 
Elliot from your and Mr. Vernon’s description, super- 
added to that of public report. 

You excited the flattering hope of his staying a few 
days with me. Could that have been fulfilled, - nay, 
had he passed only one night in Lichfield, the com- 
pliment of a general illumination through our little 
city had been paid. The words Elliot, Gibraltar, 
Victory, enwreathed with flowers, were to have shone 
in phosphorus upon the walls of our town-hall, and 
over the arms of the city. It was the contrivance of 
an ingenious young surgeon, of the name of Green, 
who prepared it when you taught me to expect one of 
the most flattering distinctions of my life; but arriving 
on a Sunday morning, and departing in the afternoon, 
he frustrated the wish of our inhabitants to have wel- 
comed with public eclat, the restorer of the nation’s 
glory. 

Captain Cayleur and Mr. Vernon accompanied 
his lordship. The former is a graceful young gentle- 
niah, strongly resembling the brave unfortunate Andr<S. 

It gives me pleasure that my neighbour, Mr, Vernon, 
stands so high in Lord Heathfield’s esteem. He has 
considerable talents and exertion; and the warm, and 
aitirely voluntary praise of so great and good a man, 
proves that they have been, at least of late years, 
idtewted to noble purposes. 

Nw did Lord H. wait for my intended mention of 

smit he looked alter the comfort and wellbeing 

y« was ext^^ popular, hb regiment fa^ng regarded as 

a nbdcl m the stnny. With die prize-money he obtain^ dut^ an 
(o^pediidon to Cuba, bot^t an estate at Heathfield. Id 1 775, at the 
' dt^brt^k of Urn war. with- Anauica,' he made goverxKa'' of Cibralbir, 

Mi:h«^e defiiia#: of .that Rock agal^; j^pain- lasdng firom June, . dll ' 

to,'E^and-.'M i 787 ,.he.was'citesu»d'Bk^ 

"lot";" ' ". "-'i ' i.'"- 
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vmi. We hail not been ten mimitcs locetlirr before 
ne entered ufFm a thrini so agreeable, derlaiing his 
high opinion of >tHir pioftsMonal itient, of your 
domestn \inurs; adding, ‘hi^ Mife will be u happy 
woman, rind **he devivn him.’ 

M\ father had not Milfuiintl) tirinfrcvi from a 
remit epdeptir in ibi me to venture iiniodiuing him 
to my noble yuea (»rratK was 1 disappointed that 
he fonlii not liavt the happiiir oi pajiiig Ids tespecH 
to one, wbo.e name hf alv\a\> iiuutions with a tear 
glistening m ln> deal *ve,. 

I had presented all nn nuhlit atioii , to Lt;rd Heath* 
held, rhgaiuK Iwmiul lie would imt suiin his aide- 
de-camp to lariv the laiok to the inn, but held it in 
his own hand, as he walked thxough our strtets. I 
know ycnir friendship will take a lively interest in these 
little tinunwtantes, width do me so muth honour. 

Mr. W. Niwrov, thi, Piak Minstrfi., 
lat hfield, ,Srpl. ah, 1787. 

Have wu seen the jioems of the Sioteh i^asant 
Burm? They alitiund with the ineguhir fires of genius 
whenever they clrscrilie rural seenery, or the customs 
and characters of village-life. We find tliat he has 
lodi£d at Nature, in her wild and ruvtk operations, 
with his own eyes, and he is parttrularly liappp in his 
winter landscapes. But when he grows seutinietital 
lut has little titat is new, and his piagiarisnui are 
notorious. There is great originality m the allegoric 
ode which penonihes a Caledonian muse; but he says 
there was abmit her 

*A iuur-brain*d sentimental trace.* 

tliolliieism^ Kowasentimenta} 

teioe dhouia be hatr^Mratned, whkb meant wihi« 
there can be no gtMsi. 
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George Hardinge, Esq,., 

^ Lichfield, Oct. i, 1787. 

When I was at Ludlow in June last, a party of eight 
conducted me one bright summer’s day, into the 
recesses of Mr. Knight’s romantic, his, in my eyes, 
matchless valley. 

We obtained permission to eat our cold meat, and 
drink pur wine and water in the lower apartment of 
the mill-house, furnished in all rustic elegance. The 
windows look immediately upon the river, that brawls 
along its craggy channel at the feet of those high and 
sylvan rocks, which, circling roimd the glen, and 
shutting out every other prospect, make the lovely 
solitude a very Juan-Femandez. I should have liked 
to have met you in this secluded dell, and there intro- 
duced you to our party. Surely the years which have 
passed away since our only and transient personal in- 
terview, have not been so oblivious, but we should 
have known each other. Why do you think me cold 
to the idea of meeting you? You have no reason for 
such a suspicion, unless you put that odd construction 
upon my aesire that you should bring your wife with 
you. 

A little more about this same party of ours to 
Downton. One of the nymphs that formed it, con- 
tributed, by an happy frolic, to make us fancy our- 
selves in one of the oeautiful wilds of the southern 
latitudes. 

She has immense animal spirits, and at times a great 
deal of genuine archness. Her sprightUness, and the 
command of her father’s horses and servants, make 
her an inevitable ingredient in all the Ludlow parties 
of excursion. She is brunette, almc«t to swarthiness; 
and, though her features are not disagreeable, there 
ait! the thick lips, and the large, dark, heavy eyes of 
the torrid aone. She had, that day, no powder in her 
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whir Iniks fuim u!it( h »hr hr.M a!i«l lithny t n | orsr- 
h.n k, h.tfJ iiktn i\#!\ tlftfHf uf tvul. 

In anothfi mhIh nun.intir as tlun (4 th.’ mill, 
and n»ttir ,»h>* hitf , aim it nanaui«ii no ti.ur of 
luirnan liabitain n, oi i\ri. |( oi n p, ila* \allf\ at;aiii 
%vjdnnnii in’o » innii.ti .Jm it /ov ii. liiiifath 
r>i(t < i fl ( « Ilf uin 1! . i< 1 1 to lu lin MU { hi s Ikihi 

thf n 11 ) i ill 

U 1(1 il ' i )( » i*' 1 iin k ( ni ' It » in lupli ( I inakinif 
lln ( i oi j i( j)f(|i(i!\ (Mali *t n ! I nou imt, hut 
shi i ill lo ila I i'l-ltiink. fhi« (It li'< I uiinu-liat, 
ati'l ji linns' 1 i j I* i t ( n • h'.i< k I ni I't nn lin si(j(., 
n| Im lai f , I l«i o\s rt pill} ill ih‘ itihini 

suitmun ill a I <tii mI mni fHt nai . aii'l huain* the 
M'i\ hyiiii Uf hail irtijfjui »iit((iin( »»o}\ 

Wi'Mifi ah r 1/1 fl V ith ihi Sill r HU a, anil ( x< laimt’d 
to ( <H h othr I \slial lioinplitf htfli avaj't \\c «IU* 
int.unl) HI Oialinii 

Kt\ I S VVii\m\ 

hu hill id. (hi *», 17B7. 

Mia IW/i « iiinjili ti’l> ansvai \ihii diMiipiinn; 
her M>iivrrMUi»it ii tliat luighi uinf nl ihi" intrltrfh 
whirh has ftn kt*^. 

Ymir kUrr. that uat to h.ivr u*> to rath 

€>tlier« did not rrath nir till thirr tla\-> aliri dir and 
Mr. PicKBzi had kft 1 .h hitrid Ih I ah oiiri rihltgingiy 
called to irli mr that niir Ma% >n out ot> I had niy 
dottbtt wbrthrr ait unintindticrti \iiut might not be 
tfliMiiKhi a liberty. \^hik 1 Vian baiamiiig the idea, 
Mr. rarkrr ratne in and laugiit mr out oi the kcrupk. 

1 diall always feel indebted to him for eight or nine 
iradiajit hotus of Mr. and Mn. Pioaai's society. They 
IMMeed 4»Mt eveniiig here, and 1 the next with them at 
inn. 

My cir^, Mr. H. White, whom Dr. Johnson mice 
adka *tiie ruiiig •treegth of UkMieM*, and who, wbea 
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perfectly awake jfrom an intellectual torpor, which is 
apt to overcloud him, is very ingenious; and when he 
rubs his eyes, and looks, has very distinct perceptions 
of genius in others; - our nabob of lively records, and 
his relation. Colonel Barry of Worcester, whose mili- 
tary exertions have had eclat; who, in early youth, 
succeeded the unfortune Andrd in an admiring passion 
for Honora Sneyd; and, after his sad fate, succeeded 
that gallant officer in his appointments in America; 
who has studied politeness from Chesterfield, poetry 
after our best critics, and moral philosophy and style 
after Johnson; - these personages met your friends at 
my little supper. The evening was Attic. 

Mr. Saville being last week at Birmingham ora- 
torios, I could not have the pleasure of introducing 
him to Mr. and Mrs. Piozzi; but, as they desired me 
to bring any of my friends in the afternoon, I took his 
timid Philomela in my hand. Never had Mr. Piozzi 
two beings of his audience who were more charmed 
with his perfect expression on his instrument, and with 
the touching and ever-varying grace with which he 
sings. Surely the finest sensibilities must vibrate 
through his frame, since they breathe so sweetly 
through his song, though his imperfect knowledge 
of our language prevents their appearing in conversa- 
tion. I am sure he values, as he ought, the honour 
and happiness he has obtained, of which the elegances 
of wealth, and the blessings of independence, form the 
smallest part. He seemed much pleased with Mrs. 
Smith’^s* voice, and the melting sweetness of her manner 
in singing, amidst all the disadvantages of her timidity. 

Wm. Hayley, Es<i., 

Lichfield, Oct, 6, 1787. 

I am become acquainted with Mr. and Mrs. Piozzi. 

iThis Mn. Smith wis the daughter of John Savilie, who had tramed 
her for the concert ludL - H. P. 
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Dr. J<thnKm nir tnuh \\iirn he said she had nuirc 
fi)l!«juial than most of onr liti iar\ %\<anfn. It 
indmi a fountain of j>rip< in.il llov^, hui Ik* did not 
trll nif tiuth n^Ik n he as. mcd that wun an uclv 

doj{, iviflioiU p.irtif ul.ir <ktll ni hi** ptoUsdon. Mr. 

j. an han'Unnt' man, m mithllr lijf, ssjth Rmtle, 
plrasiny. and umffutfd matin* t^ and with M-ry 
rmiiKiil 'kdl in his pitdi i« a 'I hmi ‘li In* li.f.. not a 
}M*v.(tfidor hnr-ti ii<<l soiu, he* \.Hh tiaimind- 
im? tp.it ( and Jon 

('\PlAtS SlWSKt*. 

1)<< 7, 17117. 

Is it jKissdtlr that laad Ut.uldahi shftidti not s<*p 
tht' inijMimiirts of mv prcsiunun* t** iiiitudc upon the 
Duke of Riihmonfl's atninmn ssith an int* riVn-ntc, 
by re<|uest, in imlitar) pioiiHamns, siiue 1 1 an starrely 
be itaid to have* ilir shadoss of a jH-isonal .utiuainuncc 
with Im (ir.uf'* 

My fathei's nresent state, tin .drru»st utter loniofali 
tui imelletmal f.uuUies, is knovsn. Did he ptmcM 
them, impeniiieni Mirely would be an .uknimledg* 
ment from him, ih.it he su|»|»f/sed the Duke m<‘ant any- 
lMi% more than 11 {mlite loinpliment, h> giving the 
nime of ohligHtiun to the t ivihtv of otdrring our 
lemnti to maJtr up a lieel foi him eiuriiig three nightt, 
anti to Ditpare a bason id gi uel for him m the morning, 
before m went to the firiii. Ihb wat literally alt he 
eouht prevailedl tipm to actept beneath thu roof, 
wbaoi in hit yean of oloom, he united the oeiupatimt 
IIms to tlie form of Adunis. 1 wm tiirii a gi^ 
*|^j lomellttiig between the woman and the child, ' 
aor nave 1 ever lince beheld the Duke of Rtchmond. 
'Itatth t to perfectly remember /hM, it b more than 
that he rememben not me; and it would be 
iiire than imminent to pretume that I could have 
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As to incurring obligations, I should be very glad 
thus to incur them from the Duke for your advantage; 
-- but observation, and indeed the revolt I have always 
myself felt from officious recommendation, invariably 
proved to me that it injures instead of promoting the 
interests of the recommended. His Grace would cer- 
tainly be disgusted by my seeming to suppose that any 
mention I could make of a relation, or friend, could 
operate in their favour. Disgust has a withering in- 
fluence upon patronage. What is it I could say, that 
has a shadow of probability to enhance the Duke’s 
good opinion of a military man? - that man already 
recommended to him by Lord Heathfield the greatest 
General existing, whose praise ought to be the pass- 
port to martial honours and emolument. An attempt 
of this sort from me would be just as likely to be of use, 
as if, had I been in Gibraltar during the siege, and 
when our artillery was pouring on the enemy, I had 
thrown a bonfire-squib into the mouth of a forty- 
pounder to assist the force of the explosion. 

And, lest it should be apprehended that my poetic 
reputation might give some degree of consequence to 
mY request, Mr. Hayley, who is the Duke’s near 
neighbour, has told me that his Grace had no fondne® 
for works of imagination. The race of Maecenas is 
extinct in this period. 

When my dear father was in his better days, he lived 
on terms of intercourse and intimacy with the Marquis 
of Stafford. Lord Sandwich and my father, in their 
mutual youth, had been on the Continent tc^ether, 
with the affection of brothers. On my publishing 
the Monody on AndnS, he desired me to present one 
to each of these Lords, expressing an assured belief 
that the work of an old friend’s daughter would not be 
IHIitCCCPtEblt* 

I, who ever thought that men of rank have seldom 
any taste for intellectual exertion, which serves 
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lint Miint* iniiiin-it nf tluii tmn intt'ifsi; and frHing 
an tmiiHililf npiifTnaiui* tn pa\ini' atinutoin. whidi 
air liKilv to la' n pul «(1 \Mtli nuh mitlui, *»ttnnc:l'^, 
uamiK, anil « u*n with a ti u pinud t( .tt ■>, « vpnauiatrdl 
atraiitM till iiittiniiii Mv fatiui ii(\M Kiuu that 
tprat wtuld. v uli wliulu ui ho \niuh. hr hail imuh 
mtinnu! ( I latd . mi u pM iinr. iiiam nti\t »n thrar 
iiH* d aili il II .mu I . tiin t fltui'. n ulimi* fintn 
tn^ialiinm i .m » . . hu h d« \,t lop ihi himtan hiait, 

!h puU'iii of I i! 1 1 h\ in t %*. ji iin • Ilia u di pn'iimu. 
fh m \o!i Jit. mf mii h i m <!-natim < 1 . .ua! in* ap.ihlr <>(’ 
ttratiur ill' inffiim vviih malnt, in iht uaht f\rr) 
kuMint ts «\»u tnilii\ li* intivrd, 'lufir. rvrr) 
shyht '■liruii ntln « in him « !f, ni i ihn . a« » nh iital 

*Ihin lu wniikl jKisist m tl.i idi’a that tiuvr lauds 
miuld Iw maidiid hv siu h a n aik nl attinufui tu 
ihrm; and lltai 1 shnulil inrur thin iliaiiks. i, whu 
hatl hrrii sn inmh Irss in ilirir Mains, knrsv them 
brtlrr; that suth Imlr girai imn air as lapahlr of 
imj«4ilrnrn as thrs arr m< .ipahlr nl lasir Ini lUr ailji; 
-but mj tthrdiiiur ssas iinntrd upiii. 

Onrtondtunii, hnss r\r», I made, tlial, if they shnuild 
not havr Ihr jfiaal maniiris to ssiitr, *1 thank you, 
foi your jxvtm,’ hr ssiaild nrsrr niorr irqurst 
me to obtnHii* my < omwniiinni upm iitird msolrmr. 
ITiey had not the tiviuty to inakr thr least aiknow- 
]fd^ent. 

My heart (I osvn it is in y»me rnprs ts a proud niir) 
sweiied with indiKnatioii; not at thr iirglrtf, for I 
felt it beneath my aiteniton, and Itad ra]KTtrd it, hut 
because I had mN’n obli|;ed to give them reason to 
believe that 1 drstml their notice. 

My life against sixpence, the Duke of Rtrhmond 
wnnKl reedve a letter from me in the same manner. 
Ml a soul like tord Heathfteld*i, attentive to tntei- 
IWBtnal ea^rdoRs in the cloiet of the studious, as in the 
fepfei of honmir, and generous enough to encourage, 
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and throw around it the lustre of his notice, is even 
more rare than his valour, and military skill. I wish 
his Lordship to sec this letter. It will explain to Mm 
the nature of those convictions, and of those feelings, 
which must be powerful indeed, ere I could hesitate a 
moment to follow his advice, though but insinuated 
on an^ subject. My devoted respects and good wishes 
are his, as they arc your’s, not periodically, but 
constantly. 


Helen Williams, 

Lichfield, Dec. 25, 1787. 

You will easily procure from Mr. Whalley an intro- 
duction to Mrs. Piozzi. It will delight you to hear 
with what energy she speaks of her Egyptian bondage 
to the arbitrary despot. Scarcely was it less severe for 
having been voluntary. What a recompense did the 
ingrale make her after her marriage, for the devotion 
of her fortune, her health, her peace, to prevent every 
want, every wish of his! To a benevolent and cheer- 
ful temiscr like hers, most oppressive must have been 
his habitual malignancy, when resident under her 
roof. Perhaps .she knows not the oj^probrious terms 
in which he abused her for a connection, which, how- 
ever it miglit lessen her consequence with the world, 
was clear from every stain of criminality towards God 
and towards man. He spoke of her in company here, 
as a being without veracity, or worth of any kind; even 
she, Mrs. Thrale! whom he tells, in his letters to hex, 
after many year’s intimacy, and daily intercourse, 
‘tbat to hear her was to hear wisdom; to sec her was to 
see virtue!’ 

Mrs, Piozzi, on her Publication of Johnson’s Lettm. 

Lichfield, March 7, 

Hothiag is Im to be trusted than the fidelity of 
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Dkxtrjf (nJuiMtn s {hii, %\hni h< .urns in hf fharactrr- 
iMj( H'»h rrni in'in vvhu '-lu \\.is must 

!if\ fott nsf '.f ins (1 nu'htt r-in-1 uv, I lus Porter, 
fjum 'll!' (ullfM ju ' tnono imiIk • ‘MnsLuty 

li IS I UM (i ms < iMinli’ t,i ms t M » Unit If >1, \( i\ noble 
,iml H pN nil’ll lb' > 'b » biili fb mlfiund bs hiary 

SIHO'IUS 

lil(b(>ifi ifitm'id n suit b< r dov. might 

hnni Is if mu Mpuiimu uUi* guirioutv, 

ii(f iflit'im nisM'm .m<l ibrnhid \nlgansm, 
HofUs siuMiin tiMS )ii tis I» •ill lo diinlimr p<j- 

♦otiUkMH I ii ib< ' If lu Slip! » ’ f (Hh S(i!u! ihf 
rtsiili (4 i iiiumi fur ssnh t> hi ibis on its fi.mirei, 
though in till liiihh s blmhu of flisin fuir .mil 
rye*bfftsss ui'l iihinfm hin I hi « , I .tm told, 
were till sum mul f.f i ' i i li.um m thi sr n • of bloom, 
Aiid that bn ftgu«» b.id nrsir had anv rltgame If 
beauty of fair, and gta«i of lot m hid i so him hirs, 
they air not propitir. to i iisr r irrin, vshdr, over 
the yidnitloui and nobhnr»s of mu lln tiial fjiialiitry, 
the hoarv siigmils of tifty-tsso lould not ssell have 
cast any dimur s 

I have a » oim lomnev of f»hhgafmii to >ou, mv dear 
Madam, on the gioutid o( ihis puhlnation,* hetidef 
the kintlnew, yshwh makes it a tokfii of voiir amity. 
I alyiayi viiuieil. ami reirisrd sistti fiom Ihv for John- 
mtif on every rntdrnie of hit in our lovsii, exiepting 
only the few dayi in whu h you vsere here with him. 
A liiynen between Mn I .wry Portei and mytelf, iiw 
Italy ettranjgf merit that ever liappened between tit, and 
whfoh had »o ronunuante, unfortunately for me. 
at tbit period, dcpnvmg me of the deatitd 

pleai^ofwaiting upon you ^ 

^ Ortttiy ai I adnured Johmon » talents, and revered 
in kflowledgn «»<* fontudabk ai I felt tlie to 
hilif hb witty i^|>biitry, yei did a cetiain cfto c ki iqi « 
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spirit, and zeal for the reputation of my favourite 
authors, irresistibly urge me to defend them against his 
spleenful injustice: - a temerity, which I was well 
aware made him dislike me, notwithstanding the 
coaxing legard he always expressed for me on his first 
salutations on returning to Lichfield. The breath of 
opposition soon used to collect the dark clouds on his 
horizon, 

‘Who sat to give his little senate laws.’ 

Since I sec so many Lichfield people mentioned in 
these lettera, whose visits weie not much more frequent 
than mine, and whose talents had no sort of claim to 
lettered attention, there can be no great vanity in 
believing that he would not pass me over in total 
silence. Therefore is it that I thank you for your sup- 
pressions. I must have been pained by the conscious- 
ness of going down to posterity with the envenomed 
arrows of Johnson’s malevolence sticking about me; 
though I am well aware, from the recording spirit of 
his less benevolent biographers, that it is the fete of 
numben to bear them, whose virtues and abilities are 
superior to mine. 

I cannot imagine what anonymous poem it could 
be, which it appears, from these letters, that he was 
solicited to read on one of his visits to Lichfield in 1781 . 
Not a creature among the number of his visitors, whom 
he mentions, are capable of being enough interested 
about any poetic effort to have requested his attendem 
to it. I never shewed him, or asked his opinion about 
a single line of mine, either in print or manuscript, 
nor of any unpublished work of others. To me nc 
almost invariably spoke with strong dislike of aU our 
celebrated female writers, except yourself. ^ I so 
carefully avoided all conversation that couM lead to 
the iul^ect of my compositions, it was the only my he 
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h.itl (if nnpariin^ that niniufu.uinn to nn literary 
rlf-luvr, uhii !• it w.i'- tla jji»! io\ ol In'* 
tnitiiptit in«\ftN pif'-Mn. ,*t ttijii 

Ih.tf am Imn m h<tn», mill <>i f< ut li , i oukl cn- 
lii.noiu to ih.iv J'<lin ''ll’ atli mil n to thi it imu 
^vnlmLo t' t'* II * ' I'*!*' lull ' Hov holf m irr}j{ jjnf, 
t li.ir.ii 0 1 II I t thm nl<> ni nk t* < i. h, the %ain 
aUnopf 1 po^ I m!' 

( )|) f . I) w M » t p< I li t[ . a j« \ atfl for the tin- 
ohtrii iv» til jn 10 lit '( tn\ oiij i . It |n»l an lui^h 
t oiiij'hmi tit itt tm pi» fipt t' ni\ I 1< on Cook. 
H« \ ai !H ikiit t toti4iaf>i\ of tht < olninltia ttf 
Xlatiainr jitMav't, atai afhf'tl ilt iniitiv 

thinv; wrll, hni fiotlaiu' o \m 11 a \iuhi\( tit '>( tibrtl 
fhr M as, ami ♦lion*', Ttain'l tin South ' I hhisiu'd, 
tiuistrif, aittl tn'lantls Iwiriftl the tomii atton inttJ a 
diHrrrnt t hannrl 

Am»tli«*i timt.vslaii I sv.o not prr ant. he »pokrs.ery 
hand St imeK nnlrtil t»r mv \siitiiiio, m i lai^tM onipany 
Hf Mis Ftutei's hut that was htianr In’* tupinion 
aImhii tftrin ssas asked ssiih an an ami inanmi sshuh 
tiiimasiked to his jm nr nation tfe moust of the im[utr>; 
and luf wonieti to Ik< niue tailor n u nt iiMalM‘i iieopJeS 
malice. I imild have laiiKdit in\ rneinie'. how to have 
obtained frnm that i oninnpt of in> imnfxisi- 

tiowi, which, ft»t the powei t>f irpating, tluir ill-wdl 
was on fire; - but it must ha\e l>een effitied by 
idirewdcr management than they weie tip to. 

Miw Pioxzr, 

laihfteid, March 13, i7Bh. 

So Mr. R-** la alTrontcd not to find hii name in your 
|pn>w]er*i lettm. Aiioniihing, that any being, who 
anew Dr. Johnson, should not have been thaimftil for 
ittdh caomption! When he was last in Lichftetd, he 
baM iius tMt a lady in London once sent Idm a 
whifilt she bad written, and aftemaidi desired to inow 
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his opinion of it. ‘Madam, I have not cut the leaves, 
I did not even peep between them. I met her again 
in company, and she again asked me after the trash. 
I made no reply, and began talking to another person. 
The next time we met, she asked me if I had yet read 
her poem; I answered, no, Madam, nor ever intend it.’ 

Shocked at the tinfeeling rudeness he thus recorded 
of himself, I replied, that I was surprised any person 
should obtrude tlicir writings upon his attention; 
adding, that if 1 could write as w'ell as Milton, or Gray, 
I should think the best fate to be desired for my com- 
positions w'as exemption from his notice. I expected 
a sharp sarcasm in return, but he only rolled his large 
head in silence. 

If the spirits of our noblest bards yet retain any 
solicitude for their earthly fame, either as poets or as 
men, they perhaps would like to have met the fete 
of Mr. R— . I remain, dear Madam, yours, ^c. 

Mrs. Cotton, 

Lichfield, March 17, 1788. 

It is peculiarly proper that I should condole with 
you on the l<m of your friend this day - for it is the 
17th of March; the birth-day^ of my lovely lon|- 
deceased sister, who died in her nineteenth year ~ ‘a feir 
flower soon cut down on our fields. The spring re- 
turned with its showen, but no leaf of her’s arose?’ - 
yet docs not my heart forget this day, which gave to 
Ufc an amiable creature, who shed the light of joy 
over many of my youthful years. Many arc fled since 
she vanished from earth. Time balms sorrow, and 
there is a joy in grief when the soul is at peace. But 
I am conscious there are deprivations, the wound of 
which no time can balm. Then it is that anguish 
wastes th« mournful, and their days are few. Heaven 
{Mreierve my heart, and the hearts of all I love, feom 
the cpitnsive impression of such a wc«! 
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Hue b iinthniK tn he lalhd iusns whuh tan interest 
jnu .St»nu' o{ u- .nr jnosvn \tr\ fmr 'I hr \ and 
s^honi \nu rrminihii (niituiiMih iianint; in 
gtnnal rtjiuiifv with thtii nnn}d»fnits, li.ivr, ainidst 
thrir, <tt l.str \«ai mipttiMnr futiuiif' taktii great 
Matt ujmn ihf net Kf s. alh 1 1 tn !p.< in uli.n ifir\ tall 
stsle, tna'iiiatf ihnlls luth la nl ti'tl h quites tuf 
high (Ifgff* in ilu tiiMUfit 1 ht s if ink, mi dnnht, 
that dm*- I'vtfin.illv (Itviiina iln/'fl’i , tht \ shall 
tvin llif iins 111 tlins luudiiKm-. tl.at darling 
lininiph *1 H.ntiai imI iidn*' 11 is uiiaml) do 
eviii If anvniu-t flu ni.ms \sl(i ssnnid a< t the same 
pail il flits hat) fhe saint I't.hh n nuans Huf theic 
are ivso tU’sts of ptople sslm li^'k dovsn upt*n such 
knsMoiiled amlufKin, and all u dh ifsirniatiom; - 
fhe religious and the lift rats laiihh paiade can 
dr.m no jealous «lau(ts hntu f si s that are often lifted 
up to Heasen; and the sotanes of intelhiiuai and 
lettered plrasuies, Itiok ufion ifitii l.uqiurs and lords, 
their stmtfing and ilietr suit, ssiih as unda/zlrd ami 
untroubled e>c i as eagles tan he supjKised to east on 
glow-ssorms, when thc> base Iren rr«riiil> ga/ingon 
the sun. 


Wii I lAM Hayi fY, r.sfi , 

Lkhiuld, Apiil 17, 17S8. 

We have here tvso >oung ixrtJi, one ilie snond son 
of a gentleman of nimily, «uul of the name of faster, 
lately settled in thh city, the other of an oflurr, called 
Cary, Uvtng at .Sutton Cloldfield. llieir age equal, 
J«»t turned fifteen their attachment and delight in 
oich other generously enthusiaitie. 

They focesvtd their last three years* instruction finasn 
•SI infenkHUi schoolmasier at Sutton; ihou|h Chuy it 
flNMiF ftunovfd to fiirmiiq(ham tchool, |»revioiiS to bii 
Mdai 10 the imivanity. Utter, on account of an ttn- 
/lltllpQlfiilWf Irndtatioa in hit ipecch; which fisrUkhi the 
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pursuit of an oratoric profession, is placed with our 
eminent banker, Mr. Cbbb. They have pursued their 
studies with emulative ardour, and after having, for 
some time past, amii.srd themselves, in the recesses of 
the .school-houLs, with translating Moschus, Bion, and 
Horace, into English verse, they now write original 
odes, and also sonnets, upon the Miltonic model; and 
with success that is ejuiu* miraculous in years so 
blo.ssonung. 

If you look<*d into the last Gintleman’s Magazine, you 
saw a sonnet of (Ury's addressed to yourself. Lister 
writes very sweetly for such a youth, but I think Cary’s 
vein the rit her. I enclose .specimens of each.^ 

Mrs. Knowlss, 

Lichfield, April 20, 1788. 

And now, what say you to the last publication of 
your other .sister-wit, Mrs. Piozai.-* It is well that she 
has had the good nature to extract almost all the 
corrosive particles from the old growler’s letters. 

By means of her benevolent chcmistiy, these effu- 
sions of that expansive, but gloomy spint, taste more 
oily and sweet than one could have imagined possible. 
To my taste, however, that sweetness is mawkishly 
luscious. A gciuTal vapidness pervades his coaxing, 
which proves how little it was the natural language of 
an heart, which seems, at its very creation, to have 
bma steeped in surliness. 

But love is the great softener of savage dispositioiw. 
Johnson had always a metaphysic passion for enne 

’•’Tlmam Litter, whote funily lived at Anaitage Park, U ch& d d, 
fymanA an fiienddiip* at tcheoi with Henry Prandt Gary, 

litUar beeaxoe a halter, Cary a clergyman. Mer hit 
Litter droffMcd the law, teuled down at Armitage Park, and pmitmd m 
too, Tboinat Hnay Ukter, who made a re|>tttatk» at a wrte* Idl 
tiovdl Omdsft Cary beeatne fiunow at the tnuadator af |)Mk. *1110 
"mtdyhsg fitodihip' Iretwecai the two died a MtoiMd dondi ydtie em 
WM natit to Oxfotd and the other to OMMdp.’-H.P. 

m 
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pntM ns (.1 tiihn t}‘-i ih» ru 't I n« \ I’oita, lifbie 

hr fn.ininl h* r r, »u » u n tlin n« iIk !t imlvjmr 
hm hAwli Mlh \,u. , M ,h, uM.uUui 

H(( If) Hfflh* » t(H }fi 1 <})!( ji^ 

Hfhin *« ft I f , t’ r n mi! mi m \fi, Ihiair 
^vjrli »hi In I ‘ j » *1 ♦ ’ tin tu; t } ilu n<l, 

ami %ufh 1 M tit 1 (i.'rt.j }, tninrsami 
stu It siin 

it j n <)< ♦ I It ' t «( t ( / i ulrpham 

ImM. ikttU I l< tf I f j If » I J 1 ! « I 

‘I< in.tkf thnii mil It ti < ill 1 1 j i ),f ^j,,] 

lli’i iixtfltti, |< If) «ti } t { m ' 

l.i<» ami If »i«-» i»ttijiiH» jji II f( I \lis 'litralf 
1^4%, h»mr\ii r M'mpt r il tijti ilh pr r* p f f « uplHt.u fi- 
lm r, PI, ilffim U»\r. .111(1 ii(klftl mil }M,infiril 

fmm nmin «fj im'ln I a imf s,im hi.muM Ihr 
fiml iii^irtlif ntv ,uc MttainU odilh lie tf miiji ntoui; 
but Jolmsrm, ill ifliciun ajul jirflitu » in Imv* and in 
hitirfi, m fruih ,iml lihrliMud, w m it mpMsrd of vuih 
oppmiir .mil ttmii.idif ioj> a. n«vfi Wfiirr 

met ifi th< tiiitnaii niiiit! 1 hu is ih( i« isoii vsli^ folk 
ant nevrr vsiaiy of i.dkiitt.*, iradmi?, *mhI nming alxiui 
a man 

*So V 4itom, that hr will'd tc* hr 
Not one, but all m4tikiml i rpitumr ’ 

Wlio yearned after a Siotnh king, \<i detettrd the 
Sernim iiatbn; who wonhipped the iitonarebial 
eiainis and deipiM'd the patent,U nnrfi; who, hating 
dtMenti'ii of all dtrnominattont, held up tltr wntii^ 
of Clarke and the life of Watts ai models of prrftrctknt; 
ntho hat declared, in his that to write poetry 

Wdl is the cemsummate perfection of human intellect; 
fft steaks, in hit IJmt »/tht /P«§b» with contempt of 
Ihnoin every individual who has meeli^ in th»t an; 
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who lejectrd, as infainom, ihr mo&t piudeut and 
neccs<idi> in matter? of fact; >cl scrupled not 

to deny thintjs hr kncu to be true, if they made for the 
honoui t>f others, who aa\c his goods to feed the poor, 
yet burnt tow aids reputation m the lust of hatred; 
and, final!), ssho woi shipped Cjfod as Indians worship 
the devil. 

I date s.i) vou think witli me, that the princess’s 
letters air viiy supenor to those of her preceptor, 
except tilt lettfis fioin Scotland; where, getting off 
his kncfs, he vsalks tall, and is himself, often his hst 
self. He IS himw If also, his a ou/ dett stable self, in the 
instance of Ins uivv retoided in the supplementary 
observations at the close of the (onesnondeme - when 
he opposed D. Gan k k’s admission into the literary club, 
threatened to bku k*hall him, and, in an infamously re- 
flet ting couplet, classes his old fiicnd, the companion of 
his youth, his fellow -voyager in the untried depths of 
foi turie-makmg; a man so generally respected, orig- 
inally so muc h his superior in birth and station, ranks 
him with gamesters and pimps! ! ! - while, with hypo- 
critic cant, he seeks to veil tnis rancour, by professing 
personal esteem for his little Davy, as he called him. 
Itien, what right had a man, who wrote a play for 
the stage, to avow contempt for the theatric profes- 
sion? 

You have marked his kindness to his native city, 
in the intellectual night with which he has over- 
whelmed her; 

*Thy hand, ^cat Anarch, lets the curtain foil, 

And universal darkness covers all.* 

1 feel myself indebted to Mrs. Pioazi for escapiag 
» mew* peemliar destiny than that of being enveloped 
In the general fog. Chafing him, as I used to do, Ike 
a Innw feoar at nay, with my pmm of other writers, 

ny 



THE SWAN or 1. 1 C H F I E t D 

1 »lwa>T knew he hated me in spite of his coasdmt 
epithets. ® 

WitriASi IIavley, Esq., 

larhficlti, June I, 1788. 

1 scajrceknow how to . . . rxpressour gratitude foryour 
having persuaded Romney i<» graiify my nuher, by bis 
posting, ere he dies, the promised* treasure.* It 
arrived late last night; rich, atlornerl, and invaluable, 
by the Romne> an powers* Mv |x>or invalid was fast 
asleep in his lied *- Lister and (’ary, our young bards, 
were suppiii}^ with rne. They were on fire with 
curimty, while the naih were drawing, and highly 
gratUied wiili contemplating the most masterly jxirtrait 
their young eyat had cArr lie held. I placed it by 
ni)f Other's bcd**tde at seven this mom. ^ He wept 
with joy when I undrew the curtain ~ wanted to kus 
it, ad« has talked and looked at it all day. I 
•ome verses to Romney, by this post, which but iU 
expren my gratitude. 


■ . RjEV, — B.UlWI,C4t, , ■ 

licW^id, Oct, 6i 1788; 

Ttitir Mr. ~ telb me he ttispccti Mrti, men 
MB Jidiiitaii*i kttttn to the ivorld that they m^t 
itii at deocadt vtdikte fiur the publicatioa of own. 
HMMMi to me, thm themtural detire t^Ietlhig ^ 
npa Imow liow,!il||hly. wu etteemed^hy ;n penon' 
ft DOW tamsuuidy, . dtuhog^'tO' 

NKib ni tngimcdi hk^ iemuf ;att« 

, .p dNft c n tiioB. . "If lite'.lim dgMea 
pemtid viin;':,pwii ' :ietten,\ I; 'cainioi ^ 'dM ' ihe 
.miy v#lcie iiriititfodtielmf'diii^ 


imm Mf‘| 
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is more than one bcatitiftil style of letters. S^s 
are pleasant in the humorous chit-chat way. Those, 
however, please me better 

From grave to gay, from lively to severe.' 

Why should not genius 

describe scenery with the glow of the pamter, 

aSera with the fire of the dramatist; moralise wth the 
acicw w»w* V •- , under the 


actera with the tire oi tne aramaiwi, --- 

dignity of the philosopher; and sometimes, «»de!^e 
SuVe of sorrow, court Taney as the fnend of^? 
in short, should any chanmng effloresc^ce of 
Ke banished from the page which is 


designed tor the eye oi nena^up 

our style be eloquent only when we arc writing to me 

world? 

Misa Helen Williaj^ oo 

Lichfield, Oct. 19. t?®- 

It B only for one eight days that I have “ 

leave my father, since I wrote to 
festival m oratorio music alliirrf me to 
lay over the wiW 1^. 

Vj dfff rtf my native l>erbyshirc. Tn® 
to Se^temldatiim of romantic scenery ^ 

alwayi heigbtenrf^ the l^mid 

wary lit^ of the vill^ that ^vc w 

dear fed>®r is tectrar, f .4. ?^re 


ii^ ^ gte' 
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tmnfiwUfn K i » m (nuvK 

th-it tr*uf, Irt.iu* M «in» ^ nm inMii a )> lu’ ihcftlftgir 
ihsput*', li i* M («‘a M tM %,} Mf I .< P'f and 

in vvhith ahh dtj*iiinl da (^utkn jumuplrs 
lioRt dir <l<4n» ‘J dmn and alt nidi(\, aUikIi thr 
Dim t<tr lii a, tin t » n S) » { tM '» > tli u dn» 

ni » p’ti J " !tj If! li. l.t tn dj *»,•)» inanu. 

smpi.hna’it Ifi d Ml » } ji t Ml’’ nM ' t dm.and 
| 5 fini*i.»l i< a lui.'fttdt • j.i 1 I ' . I ' ! Ilf I an* u'( msi 

Mi>* I'n /M f*t‘i IK I n 'i 1 n la at i'k islr m 

%vhich \nu n 1! »nr }>' ik > I i. ? hiMi I '■'lie n 
hfHflf 4 liillm)? ajui 1 ti ij! hil h* in . uhinc 
pr.tt»r m f.iinr 

Ihifiii}? thr pif >^«Mt I f da tn i\ iotn, Mi Uinwrll 
wrnt up, fn4n nnr uloui imi tl at 1 • hiiakfaM 

with inr to-imnnm inoinun* Hr h.i^ »» nituli w»i, 
tloipirinr, and r« ml laintittn, tl.tl it pntvii m^ht 
ptr^nant n» *«nn*i%r wah h»u 

Mr. S ,* j|| rii«T<it*«d atiriul.iiui iijatn at least 
two fhtnutand lair planni ami fioario, ho that his 
friencii l»*»r mans hottr-* s-,rrk ol his <ompany; 
totum wliidt thrj do not Ukr to spare But Im fame 
«• a bofanu IlntHt file* fat On dn* side i.J jothiHon'i 
fitvtwnte nj^anttc Vhtlifm, and in tiu* \nm*m rd that 
fNPrtty valley whuh sUijjrs from the east end of our 
catheiirml, lies his little i^aiden It is Iteiome tme of 
tibe Ikhftrld Utim wlitth strangers go to we. 

GKORoa Haroikoi, 

Uchheld, Match 5« 1780. 

On the e7th of last month 1 waa honoured ana bleat 
liy II two houn* prnonal convenation with the moat 
dm^pdihed excellence tliat ever walked the earth, 
rnmut n^Rttt and angeJi left off paying ua tnoming vidia. 

ItO 
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To say that his name K Hot\atd* v«.ould be supeifluous. 
This iv the third tinic he has favoured me with his con- 
versation on his wav iIiiourIj this town. I am truly 
glad of our king’s raoviiyV hut vet I should not walk 
half .so fall iifirm a visit fioni him. Mr. Howard 
presented me with his new publication, and had pre- 
sdously given nn the foinar. Ihis is enriched with 
beautiful engiavinU'. t*f the foinvn Lazarettos. He 
set.s out ntvi spnnu. to nnonuter again the shafts 
that .s|)eed through the daikiie s, and ‘the pestilence 
that walkith at i)oon-da>’, Mimniattd b) the hope of 
being able to .ivcit, in fuinie, Mane of their ntischiefe 
front the hutnan ract. 

Last Friday tvcniiig was the ‘Fe.i'.t of Light’ with 
us; I assutc you evi-rv wintkiw .shone, many with 
traaspaieiu paintings, whose tinblems were well 
imagmetl, while loyal enwreathed thanksgivings 
glowed in phosphoi us. Our corporation, our esquires, 
our choir, and our principal tradesmen, preceded by 
a band of music sung CicKi Have tlic King through the 
streets. If our little city loved genius, science, and 
art, half as well as it bvev its king, and his minister, 
our societies would be more animated than they are. 

Miss Williams, 

Uichficld, July 23, 1789- 

I have mentioned to you how dcligmcd, how fes- 
cinated, 1 was with Mn. Piozzi’s conversation. Her 
Anecdotes of Johnson, though animated and amusim, 
did not, by any means, appear to me on a level witn 
those colloquial attractions; but with her letters in 
the Jbhnioniasi Collection I was much pleased. To 
her Travels through Italy I sat down with avidity; 
with every pceiMmtiment in their fevour that paraotw 
iieiidihtp, and the extreme pleasure you and Serbia 

» Jishtt HqwucI, tbe r«i»(Hai ilnlioa 

mt 


jin A \ s r» 1 t n }i I n j 1! 

f Njm* m i!(Mt t'uUhijjti* I irore 

*urpi{ftlil tu iM iiK r », fu t( Mr I'l v }mii, asj\le 
|M"rp!fV(t \iV^ fhf rn t m iif S »l (Uikks Mf«v 
prr M« n«< 1 1 1» iuii‘ i •/ ' » ’ u \ i! iint rs, 

. ml }>v < ! it< i M-t) ( * j , j I * 1 It .1 »i 1, (he 

HH f(i I h jj t I ( M'l ‘iu,ii 

}i.UKr I »t » « n ? 1 I t { r h\ tlm 

jini( 1 * I 11 I J t )t ti * * ' * t |«){ jt. 

tf nifnt i » 1 ) it ! I 7 f i 1 lit HI,' fttr 

,Ht*l)fl til f I HI I ’ I iHttlulrH,' 

fut t I 7 « It »« I HI i I 1 1 1 t)t t It umliH 

lUHiilHril idhIhi. I. HI I ' n ’'HiltWHinan- 
liLf * Jkiu ( . imi If t It 1 M ti ,iMH » ^Mii'n 
<* ( hr i|» itlr fiHii { H 1 tim n ht t 'In h« mululrst 
man’’ M.I 'mih ami |tH' l»i is mi «l itlm.tnfin, but 

h«H I.UI wi sti{»i»fr s Mil iiitu wlifu Kemutf, 

tmdlrt! kiiuwh 4 *'f, ills i nmbi.'ii l»r»lh.iut wit, 
and Jfthintiii Hi jHijuli, c (his thk'inr thfimelvp^* 
It Wilts an uiHiU ujwiii hn iratlu uhtini hi often 
fonvirii 1 1 of hri atnplr piwn tu haw imuir (hr U)}p 
at |»l«hfd .IS thi limit* I it uitfi* tin*.' nv* dicoftrni 
iilliTWPavni iwvMKfs that .irr \tfrv hmly written, 
Wlitt ran thr mraii by ihr sdK rm lamation, wi often 
IntrtnUiiK into tlir mitl« ol her sriinmw, ‘m good 
thonc?* Srwmie iaiiI jihravr, ! at wimh we 

^lOttld itare a httlr amid the ihiviitiod pnviirgn of 
CNMalidfiitki convmatton 

With the nevernnidiiig {irofmion of kin hrii-phraieo* 
iogy, we find ttiff l«dttniriTu. out of ait common me, 
even with learned authort and they agree ai iU with 
the littner, «i die late fat I ha hea# of N«riiiumberUnd*f 
heavy dUmond ear^Hngii, trailina, ai I remember to 
tnve leen them, when I wai a girt, from her lema caii, 
•ndi ihort neck itscm a duty and eoarte miiahn lumd* 

4ti^.n l ii i Ml# 

flBBCVEUNmMi 


tee 
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WiLLUM Haylly. Ls<i, 

August 17, 1789 

My ri<«.ir fiuml, When you urgtd the necessity 
of an assiduim Iv .utrntise fnend and serretary to 
your>elf, anil an oicaaonal prrccpmr to your darling, 
when indis}«)Mtion or litf rary {mplo>mfnt of another 
sijeiiis should niake it ini oiiMinent to ]yf>u to attend 
to him, 1 minliciwd Mi W a» a person I know to be 
csers wa\ ouahlufl for those tnists I fear it will not 
be eass to find anothri tomoanion of your travels so 
eligibie in eiihei x, espei lalK in ours. I ranee ^*ty, 
howeser, peihaps suppls you with what I think Eng- 
land cuulii not, an amiable and accomplished woinan, 
who durst pul her peace and fame into the h^ard 01 
living domestically, duiing some years, with the mwt 
dazzling and engaging of mankind. Nothing but a 
consideVable iiide^irndent fortune can cnaTsle an 
amiable female to look down, without misc^, upon 
the censures of the many; and even m that atnab^ 
thfii* aiTowik have |>ower to wound, if not to destroy 
i>eac€« SujTf !y no woinan, with a nice sense of honoWj 
- and what is she worth who has it not? “ would volun- 
tarily ntpose herself to their aim, cxwpt she has 
warily slid into a situation where the affections, mat^ 
silent and unperteived progrew, have 
iett evil to endure the consKiot^c» 
firnic, provided there is no real guilt, than^to x^^c« 
the society of him, without whom creation seems a 

hkaic. 
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%vhfi» I find ^'lork of «hir ^ ri «lnnuiiii/, I (<fl m- 
ihtird to|> 4 iH'>n »l.r t< uti'f ji.tnu »! i s ii! f i f vcnIi 4 
dcitriuin* pi*tprn*jt\ 


'I 0 tlu i I»J 1 ' H t i t)4< C.J M j. *i I \ l ' l'.>. Vi 1 

< )< t 11 I ; 

SiH lien n I I )tl« I i <j i< It om n in \our 
.lumins <<hh< 1 m» Mi lU' M \in in. ' Hi i tatr, 
aftrr p i\ti 1 n» »1 i ]mi' n k ) »< M f 1 .nl i»» n« r* 
«u«h .Ml inriTf ! • i 1 .tlv( h i . 1 p» 1 uinum 
Hr* ni.iiiiMi thr iii.tntou ii ‘ ii il 'f Ml Mil', of 
Vojk*tlmi V h <•(* fi itiitir V . <li<( iliMi .ind 

j/oimiK 

In hi* ilr.ilh, tin nnl i;r iM » ( III niin»i uikhmI havr 
an umpr.iKikhlr !» ' hut In him In }m Km ol an hr* 
%k.iS lor tiufh Ik. hr tin than imlnnunuiur mh vinni, 
Mr U.iN, t\ith \n\ hiM latr ahihii* , w » » sfilrnr* 
lie, lapiinoue, \n t«iuiinl»il nmimhiopHt Hr 
beilcmrd luatly ihr v»hr>h *'l hi ample hnttinr in 
rehrving thr iinr.siim ol ihr fmputuK, how- 

ever, dctUriiti; ho nmvmim, that tin if w<r« frw in 
the large iiutmher he fnl, who woiihl not « ut hii ihinat 
the neat hour, if ihtir iriuir(.t muhl primipt the att, 
and their hvei lie eale in its iomifii'%i<m Hr Uiok 
{Mride in avowing hit .thiioi inter ot tin htxttrtrt, and 
dtiH^n of even the deteiu irx ri( hfr, anrl m hit pemtn, 
he was generally slovenly, even to vpialuliiew. On 
being asked hy one of his riiritilt, why he iluwe the 
lonely ami unpleaMiiil situation tn whidi lie Itvrd.^ 
He n^Ued, that tlie sole leaion of that r hoit r was, its 
M”g oitt of the stink of human sui*iet) 

It iiad been siud, and I believe with truths that he 

K t a total stop to all corretpcmdetice between Mrs. 

ly and her large and rttpeeiable fiimtly-rcHineetions 
ia yofkiliire» wiio had never ceased 10 regret 10 imdex 
•nrved an instame of morote depiivati^. not 

tthMMMiUiiy (lyift-Sfi), imihof 0t md MMmt 
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only sarfiliKtl hti furn*!-. to jafraufy lur husband’s 
lujioual "plfcii, hut all the romfoits r>f that affluence 
to sshuli sh< had h^n airustonted. Before this lady 
matin <1 out idiKtu>v piulo^opht i, her generosity had 
been emutf uiK thttintjuiNhed m the large sottal circle 
in ^hith 4ie mosul S^Kieu i* tlir piopcr sphere of 
action lot the Itniesolrnt stituts It is the duty of 
those who pos « ss ^mh sututs to t \eit them there, that 
the infliunu of o#«l!t*nt <*xarnple mas not be lost 
upoti mankind, ihiough »he uiesiiabU disgust it must 
reiiHe hom soluiiiaij sedtision, and avowed con- 
tempt. 

I am, Sir, < 2 ?{. 


Mb. Cary, 

Dec. 1789. 

The ability to employ myself has been all this week an- 
nihilated, by a tlreadful shot k my spirits received in the 
sudden dtaih of pool faithful old Thomas Reid, who 
nursed, and ate tied, and protected my dear helpless 
and ‘t hild-changed’ father. The awful and heart- 
affecting scene passed before these eyes, that had never 
beheld a human btnng expire. It has left an impres- 
sion which will, I believe, never be effaced. Perttwitly 
well, til! the instant of his seizure on Sunday naomii^, 
from which moment he lived only three hours! The 
next Wednesday evening no vestige left of him untm 
earth! I have not words to express how much it 
affected me to hear him say, while he knew he was 
dying,- ‘Let my master (who was going to breafcfest) 
have three dishes of tea.* The very last words he 
ipndte woe when my little dog sprung upon his kiase, 
as he sat in the arm-chair, and ran up his breast^ 
vidbly ahiwied, and solicitiik, with her fittle foot, tibe 
atlemn of her dying bcdfefibw, ‘O! poor Safphol I 
turn do 00 more for £be!* 
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\m) n » ''fill' 'I !i r f T«f \\riif % 

»i i**ri * ' 1 1 f id ) < M M \r III j In me 

HI if’ni ’ * ' "I , I 'I I* nl piiib ihK iniv. 

!' M < n I'f ti . d i' *i( - ti t 'hi rise 
It! I *'» ’ % I j < t ill ^ * t 'h tmoufiig* 

ill I j f ' * I I ! * } if! n 'i I Hiih inorf 

•n«i * t I 1 1 i » f t ' * I I < ji ,'iti ( tijil, if I 

>»>}<• ' f 'Mfij » 11 ’ lu'f * jw a i f'Wjuril 

• *\n t 1 if r I !» M I iiu f» *n »! I j ihr rnottri* 
Hull 111 I n d. ij I ! If I, u'.I.ui l>rtn 

irni^ffl vinilil ii r/r ilir Mi’jii nu in ink in my 
it.indi h 

.Suffer mf 11 ' 1' }« ik •( vim iij M ui highly m* 

gininuv, initiufinii, uni rntrn.mmig {mhluafinn'; 
vr! dult It !«• with ihr vinniiiv f»f finiiilduji, rather 
ihfin iftifh ihr Ihmiiih uf fuinpliim nt Nu wfitknrthr 
"lOft 1 1 vrr rr ul \tt nn'r , in an (rcjual df girr, the {Mwer 
«f pUf tfig ihf rrafirr lu thr virfir#, .ttul the 

pi^plr n <!<•<< rihr< Wii, kunwlrilgr, iml urugtnatbn 
ulumitwitf lit |Mgrt lull ilir uitinitr inntuality of the 
myllel prrmii mr u» atkiiimlnlgt lu you ivhiit I have 
adkncfwiedgrit to when, that ii rautn my raltausikei 
umander, tlidt Mii tlir r hihl i^f grrm», the pu}^ 

ofiohnscin* ihould piilutr, Vitth thr vulgaruntt ofttii* 
(politiedl lottverumon, her anmiatni naget! that, 
while ilwB fiTf|MniUy ditplayii her power ofromnuiiMltng 
the mcMt fhaiie ami Irauuful myle imagtftable, the 
idiptiM ffencrally uir tlHtir mekegant, thcMe itraii|r 
Sit, aim Stt, atui thmight, aiid iiwf, whtrh prodiice 
Jariaiig anglee, ami itop.«liort ak>ntpinc!ii, fhtaf at once 
to the grate and eaae of the lefiteiMe: • whkh are. w 
v^t the riuty black silk h a n d ke i tl M 
pM the nraai ring are itpofi the beautUhl fbrmoim 
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Italian Countess she mentions, arrayed in embroidery 
and bUrinf? in jesseh. 

Ah* madam, could I have thought that you would 
perpetually write, and commit to press, ‘sure enough,’ 
for ceriaml}^ -*! tried at him,’ for, / tried to persaude 
hm, - ‘he hit it,’ for he discoieied - with a large dfc. of 
congenial and untranslatable expressions; especially 
as >ou observe, in >our charming letters to Dr. John- 
son, which are before the public, some much slighter 
inelcgancies of this kind, m Ad^son’s writings, and 
justly say that they are pardonable only from the 
graces and purity of style being less understood in his 
day than m ours. Upon the miracle of their descend- 
ing from your pen, many of my literary acquaintance 
have written to me. How easily might you have re- 
moved " how well would it answer the trouble, of even 
yet, against future editions, removing these blemishes - 
these sullying veins from your gems! Such polish, far 
from diminishing, would add to the grace and ease of 
the work. What can be more light, easy, and gay, 
than the style of Lovelace’s letters in the immortal 
Clarissa? And yet they are wholly free from collo- 
quial barbarisms, as your Colossus used to term them. 
With what pleasure should I see this your cluster of 
inteUectua! jewels, appearing through future editions, 
in cloudless brilliance! That done, and The Travels of 
Mrs, Piezd will be one of the first ornaments of that 
cla» of reading. 


Mrs. Taylor, 

Jan. 13, 1790. 

No, indeed, and indeed, my dear Mend, neither 
to fickleness or disregard, or shadow of picque, has my 
silence been owing. Convinced that an alarming 
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m.ik< I ihi’i U4in! Im? smu ms to 

< !> If t ( f iii* < {!<}<' n ii 

\frs rlt/|?jtfmU <1 I \ n» J fhf ,!}» dr- 

< nlw til f ?( iff’jjil I ifijHiji I lj,tl 

h tjfifji n< m t f V u \ f l< j '1 * fir tt> i t <% 11 u Im muif 

't (f» ! » ’ ’Um'' f 1 jI It hifi s <1 ud Hit di.ms 

I i^f ' t 1 ' !f ti \< il i» I 

I* f t ) * 4 I S ! I I tii 1 ({)j t »i um, h 

t 1 .1 t f I 1 'i ' • » * '< ’f f I ( Mn 

1 } 1 il< '1 in t ) tJi ' r » r )i ' i »i h i hrcn 
I 1) !(li »n 1 J ( in 1 I 'lilt V « inMiim 
t4> thf < \\< v.ifUith h \li I'l . ! «.fi !i Min nt of the 
{iiMiitiKid .«n 1 in lit % h ni t»i in mi ilinutii'f, 
ji*niai>'i iiniih iu«u» runtiilU hmiIiv thm hiitiMlf, 
Hrif ihf s »i » Im It (I d l». ill'’ t ul I 1 < till »» in t h irits' 
I <h» ivii think ’"'I 0 u hi uiii'i ml tl vtinhiitf 
4t;.intti Ml Ihi lit m I rr mitimn' lho//i, .iimf 
lri»m hu .if'im i Im mi Id* ihtiasrd 

fiinid I ai « mml Mr 11 tuld nit |i»hii nii uidud 

atid t ii|*r !<tl M hue tiMititd hi i him«ll \<mi <i«k 
ishft the Mtilh AMnn w.u uhntn tlnm littH iiuntton 
Smith ftii h iia'siniutr tfiidrijiM ’ Ml V\.dnislrv, my 
fathei’i |iiiih<i4M>r iit thi* huim, vi.u, 4 % ynii 4i4ve 
heard, Jtilmsnn'Ji Xhuriuu, and thii lads, 1111 s*ifr*» 
Hitter, a datightn <4 Sit I hniius A ton, a s%tf, a iieauly, 
ijnd 4 toait Johiivm vi.u alsmass hint huii^if m 
kwe with *time jwim es-i ot otln f I !u wife't daugliter, 

Liny Poiter, «« oltrn tnettttnnrd in thiiwe letter*, wai 
hti lint lose, when he wa* a whool-lmv, under my 
gnuid&ther, a c{erg)man, vuar of M. ^fary’», mid 
iitMter of the frre'M'hooi, wfuth, hv hts whtihtstic 
atiiltty, wmi high in fame, and thriingeil with pufdii, 
ffcmt mmyt of the ftiu getitlemcm’ faiiiihe« m that and 
cotinttrt. To the freeatrhool ttie boyt 
nC tlie dty hifi a right to eonte, but every body ioaotw 
hcpw iu|iadiciiil, in genemJ, ia tiii]iala fiutriKtionu 
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However, my grandfather, aware of Johnson’s genius, 
took the highest pains with him, though his parents 
were poor, and mean in their situation, keeping market 
stalls, as battledore bookseUcrs. Johnson has not had 
the gratitude once to mention his generous master, in 
any of liis writings; but all this is foreign to your in- 
quiries, who Hklm Molly Aston was, and at what period 
his flame for her commenced? It was during those 
school-da>s, when the reputation of Johnson’s talents, 
and rapid progress in the classics, induced the noble- 
mindea Walmsiey to endure, at his elegant table, the 
low-born squalid youth - here that he suffered him and 
Garrick, to ‘irnp their eagle wings,’ a delighted spec- 
tator and auditor of their efforts. It was here, that 
Miss Molly Aston was frequently a visitor in the family 
of her brother-in-law, and probably amused herself 
with the uncouth adorations of the learned, though 
dirty stripling, whose mean appearance was over- 
looked, because of the genius and knowledge that 
blazed through him; though with ‘umbered flames,’ 
from constitutional melancholy and spleen. Lucy 
Porter, wh{»c visit to Lichfield had been but for a few 
weeks, was then gone back to her parents at Birming- 
ham, and the brighter Molly Aston became the Laura 
of our Petrarch. Fired, however, at length, with ideal 
love, and incapable of inspiring mutual inclinations 
in the young and lively, he married, at twenty-three, 
tibe mother of his Lucy, and went to seek his fortune 
m London. She had borne an indifferent character, 
during die life of her first husband. He died insolvent, 
leaving his three grown-up children, dependent on 
die bounty of his rich bachelor brother m Iiondon, 
who Icfi them largely, but would never do any thing 
for the worthleui widow, who had married ‘the Etcrary 
cub,* as he used to call him. She lived thirty y^ure 
widh johnsem; if diuddering, half-femished, in an 
anthor’s garret, could be call^ Eving. 


I 
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Dujinu hrr lifr shf* fair Anri jcArnri! Misj 

II m th< v.Arif hrr south. .» ssuman nf 

l.imtlv .»n<J «nitr(l foinmr nur utav'rd htnr tn rrHumc 
his PLtiomstu Attn itir tir.ul, oj ih»» wifr, anti th» 
vpintuah/nl Ihiah n»>*k him up He 

Imr^l h<i It t liri vsit tin i>r m*\ iiri lununmis tahie, 
{hi«omJ u '1 I f » hhr us .ui«l isr him for the 
hfriais 111 iifsrutf In* r* i h i» » it Sttratham threw 
atMiiuihn 1 hr n* liir pH utl aiiii litiul Ijteiati, 
H uhl iir » }i ivt t uvi.t J< } n (til m )4 diiiv ^anri, nor 
ihr S^r.ilths l»r»\v»r s ttiffi iilii rlrbi iird viilr. without 
thr o Inal far trnt r, in iu i Mlia»n 4 J/m // », «){ a solary 
kntiHU to l>r f I ihr nuiiila i *»! iJu ii»»pu( d 

In liir iniiith ol liir parrnts of out jxa lu Xmis and 
EMf^alin, ( ar> .mil I.i^tn, a pir|utiur has liern in» 
Millrd. that thru im.(Kiii<ti»vr t.driih are mote likely 
to be 4 mofoftiine than a hlrismR m them Heneatn 
IM influent r rhev base MirnnI a jaumiued r)f upon 
fheir ftiendthip. and atn».dl> prohihiir<i aii eptitowiy 
e<irrrs|»oiMirnfe Iriween ihtin, thoiiKh ihry are lui* 
fered to smi strineiimcs lastrr is of our city - Cary’i 
hahttaiton ei(?ht nules disfani 1 nnwl oljaerve, (nat 
flMMigh they Have tlit« iieetllewly morfiheti and hurt 
dto tctinder tnsndi of ihete vouihii, >ei air Mr, and Mi*. 
liMcr vMfaly mnoud of t}H*ir wmX uneommon talcntf. 
Hid Hduloui induitry ~ they I«mi of the tweeny 
whkh indeed ihiiiet out of hi* clear blue 
te ii beautiful a* a scraal mornine^; •omavhat, 
iMMMWter, loo dctiiiw in b» opinion*, for yra« lo 
bfcwwawtoi* Cary'* ditposition t* more *atuniiiie. 1 
UdOl td* fanlui lae strcNwer of the two, but ^ hM t^ 
linM tmisioti* ipifit ofderisioii, the *afne tWnt after 
iniiedfd* the aaioc unwearied ap]»ikatio% tlw lanie 

Hentoini 

ScGm» Iditer lo Cafobridat. ehoto » 
, pfaMttt iniver^ if. I i!f 

ii|4iilMaili fiti^ M ew^ otbnt fme Itoa* 
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How finely is this pusillanimous dread delineated in 
Mr. Hayley’s Essays on Epic Poetty. 

Adieu! my dear Mrs. Taylor; never, for a moment, 
believe it possible I can forsake such friends as yourself, 
that have been 

‘Through twenty summers ripening in my heart.’ 

Mrs. Knowles, 

Feb. 23, 1790. 

My heart thanks the friendly premonition with 
which your letter opens. It is about my taking exer- 
cise. You were, from experience, too well justified in 
concluding, that it would probably be fruitless; but 
the studious, or social sedentariness, for it is equally 
disposed to be either, so certainly natural to me, was, 
last summer, startled into peripatetic exertion, by 
oppressed respiration. Since that period, I have 
walked generally an hour a day, as round a pace as my 
strength will permit, in the Dean’s Walk, 'when chin 
blustering winds, or driving rain, prevent not my 
willmg feet’ - no, I cannot quite say that, my simulated 
feet -to pace their vowed mile upon the gravel. 
When they do prevent them, I remember your in- 
junction in a long past letter, to tear along the gallery, 
clawing, like a wild cat, at the windows. There is no 
boasting that the whimsical portrait entirely suits me. 
However, along the gallery I do pace to and fro, 
though rather more like a tame than a wild cat; and I 
often make noise enough to rival cats, even in their 
moments of cruel love. In the conviction, that my 
lungs, as well as my limbs, require exercise, when I 
waflt in the gallery, I close the end doors, and re|)cat 
long passages from our poets, aloud, me mettiml 
treasures of my early years, or resume the pleasing 
labour of tike memory, which continue to accumidato 
them. Soda! engagements, or household atteutkou!, 
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rin'ro'.Miii; n jw rpMualK »hr Ut«r buns of thf (!ay, I 
.Uij oMh'h! fn t tfj'‘ t i m tiom the leisure 

I II <d III il< uif* «i 01 % fj!» j.»l uu5 In ij*m and 

Oirn adii I’tiji** »j,» I ui.r r 1 if » Mnuot un 'Ukoc 
%») <1 l<<%f fi ' v^ li f ( n r !>! u t ii i!i'< t a •< n .<! Iif twtrn 

10% I j )n »hh’ h nj d I »( til, Sfllo^r 

hin»Ui I '»t h nunla f% ni »t 1 nitki iiu t juple 

d» ’ * I 'i » % li h t m ■) a I II f , %%}h fi thi ) aj). 
Jill * I ’• * \ M ( r %'f f i<( pf It 

f a*a I it u'tod %-»,<}> \<> it fW'Ut nt it' »ii Print f% at 

ItiU't.t* I ifii * ii* .ind lit t ti Id if loiiHirn. 

If I Jiitl till II .foil %t r n M(.luiit% jijii/t . rt'i'inbir 
iKanttfid iiiK », I 'll' uld In l).«i»« ml if ,i« \i'u think me 

%t> llkt ihr liu^i d %SKh H ’\.hn 1 i\\ \ 0 ( 1 ! |ilurn}l llflf* 

apjiartfif almiii li% thi h< .tii*aninr% Si %riiil nthm 
bail itifd nif ttf ihf M%riniil.mn l»riv%rrn n% 

I»Ht %%rrk 4»ri%t*d nf-%%% that ihnllrtl iiiy hrari with 
{riuiei nirl.m« hoK, thr tutting »»H, In hrrVditai) con* 
tun)|itt<«», «1 that fair tdmMim, tlir ilaiightcr of my 
Uiit Ilojioia I haiif iKrn avmtnl dif ixnwaitiwl her 
motbrf'f iKatity, anti all (htnr tial»%r uUrUrdttiil 
iprtcei^ vihtMe intlumr ihoiir hmg ujxiti my lmp{H* 
nctti like « vernal morning Horuna halgrvinrth wai 
jtiiit iRfteen. Amt grieving n the r onn loiixneit, that 
«lt remadns, aU trace* of my toul'c uloi vaniih thin 
iQnMn ihe eawrth Her hoy, ever feeble Anri cIrlirAte, 

uriU, I auptHiae, follow hb tuvel) »i»icr to an early grave. 

* »»♦ 

tieidkim have f iwren a young man more qualified to 
fMMi hmocently, laudably, and happily, a life of lewtit!, 
tium fom Ckorge. If he Itket the ij^ri* of tlie fieM, 
ispodenitely tahm, they would advantage his health; 
iidi when there is ittch a kive of hooka lid the ptnactl, 
m dwtili with him, no danger would surely arliei that 

i as gyfc^, 

* gWlwN' W^mBmmmm^sRnkr 
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he should take field sports immoderately. His de- 
pendence upon you, his attachment to your person, 
your abilities, your virtues, form a bulwark about him 
against the vices of youth. The fortune which he will 
inherit from you, as the reward of his good conduct, 
is more than competent to the elegant comforts of life. 
Ah! why then endeavour to inspire him with the desire 
of accumulating so affluent a property? Is there a 
passion, ~ nay, is there a vice, which the New Testa- 
ment declares more fatal to Christian peace, and 
Christian virtue than the thirst of riches? Never has 
experience shewn that happiness was the result of 
wealth, beyond the pale of affluence. Finely does 
that master of the human heart, that Shakespeare of 
prose, Richardson, express himself upon this subject: 
‘You are, all of you, too rich to be happy, child; for 
must not each of you, by the constitutions of your 
family, be put upon making yourselves still richer; and 
so every individual of it, except yoixrself, will go on 
accumulating; and, wondering that they have not 
happiness, since they have riches, continue to heap up, 
till death, as greedy an accumulator as themselves, 
gathers them into his garner.’ 

It seems strange to me, than any person of an exalted 
mind, untainted with the vices of profusion, and un- 
dazzled by the splendour of ostentation, can wish a 
beloved child to imbibe the desire of increasing an 
affluent property; - stranger still, that a pious cha- 
racter should so wish, since the Scriptures declare it 
easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle, 
than for a rich man to enter the kingdom of heaven. 
The exprewion, rieh man, certainly means a miser; 
and how great a temptation to this exclusive vice, is 
the habit of living daily in contemplation, and constant 
attention, to heaps of sordid Mammon! 

Forgive my ingenuousness; the sincerity of an 
almost life-long friendship. 
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Ml'S UniiAM’, 

I j' hti<*Ul, Apul i7t^. 

It i' trtjp, iT>\ »ir.nr Mis* Uilh.trnt thf rv^tmir of 
Imti. r iltuUi \tf Us he x\\ III) IDS Ik an, had bern 
dr fiiutr < f .ill t nr|v»r« .i! .m i jn*r||i ( mal nuTfjv; 
lull II u a uatr ( f ,* vrn .‘’itiiu, SAlmh, thank 

III * s* 4* ii'tt, th ii I 111 h HI! h thr \i ainini; regirts 
id aHn tinii h»r thf ! » i>l f\(rt ihi’' Host huji'il and 
unprijM t n fiTihlaiH ' < I .si st i hi » \sa* I .ini, him- 
r\fr. fa » ill mkful ilni iIk* h uf ilr u krialihiauom 
of i ornfortif^», an 1 larr aii*; that tit stiUlf 

foim .o lon« vsnr n ijif m< • ’h» <h ohui.n, though 
aimoM total. Vi.»s n« t to lau* rlt litt ai 


1*4111 wlfloni MsiKil his Wirak ami i.ilmlv torpid 
fiarnr, and itr^rr ho mind tiurnig smial pant yran; 
tm»* ijrntHi n{ ,iU»nf t^^o >ran rvirptnl, m whuh hin 
faihtig mfinor> alKoit hi» property inadr him jwr* 
pctUAll) faiuvtng that hr had noiir, ami was Wrome 
paof, exfopf m that interval, his hfr hatl l»r«n happy 
lilicAf fhr 1 oniinoti lot No unpirasiiig t m umstancoi 
even liwett upon his )o>oiis miaginattoit '1 hut rtread 
of doiohtttori, m natural to rvrty huinati lirttig, on 
llie fttartluig >>ntpiomt of as appioarlt, was to him 
pitcltidect thr gathering iimitA ufKin his iutcllects, 
wlikli veilco the pn«|»eit of the grave 
Hut pietuure tic took in ni> ntienriaiire and rareoMes, 
fUnHvra tilt wtthin the three last motithi, amidst the 


feoeral wreck of tettsibihty Hit reply to mv in* 
otiiiica u3^tr tiis health, was always, * Pretty well, my 
oMsuii* and when 1 gave him his food and his wioe, 
*1%afa my darlhif ,* wiUt a smile of romfort and de* 
ieotproiMldy dear to tny heart. I edkn ttied to 
•Mt tdm it he lovixl me, his alnioit constant answer « 
*th 1 love my own ey«i^*> 


^ '‘HAklf fiH il tf f i f i f idNwiiyi wriiM Adtidlt ilMi 

mH^MjpPflj^RPpP ^ 

ili wm Wmjf WwKmu^ mm mmm mmmit ^ Wmw ^ 
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Mrs. Prozzi, 

Lichfield, April 1790. 

Ah no! my dear Madam, Bath or London would be 
much too gay a scene for me. The local spells of the 
Close of Ochfield, formed by the remembrance of 
p^t happiness, are too powerful for me to break. My 
extreme attachment to this house, in which I have lived 
since I was 13 yeara old, and the generous moderation 
of cjplscopal landlord, tempt me to try if I cannot 
remain in it. It will require my utmost frugality to 
make my moderate income, not quite amounting to 
;;^400 per annum, support the inevitable expense of 
so spacious a dwelling. Bath and London journeys 
arc ilLcalculated to such a plan. I must content 
myself with admiring and loving you all at a distance. 


Mrs. Hayley, 

July 37, 1790. 

Your observation, that woman is never so perma- 
nently dear to any man as to her father, is generally 
just, and exceptions perhaps are few. It is difficult 
evott for those who feel passion to distinguish it from 
adSSsetion. The difference is seldom known till the 
fimner is lost in unrestrained gratification. Men are 
rarely capable of pure unmked tenderness to anv 
fidQow-creature except their children. In general, 
even the best of them, rive their friendships to their 
male acquaintance, and thdr fondness to their off- 
spring. For their mistress, or wife, they feel, during a 
ome, a tendemess more ardent, and more sacred; a 
friendship softer and more animated. But this in- 
expltcatbie, this fascinating sentiment, which we imdct- 
stand by the name of tovc, often proves an illusion of 
the insaginatioa; - a meteor that misleads her who 
trusts it, vanMiing when she has followed it into pools 
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,tiul (lUuksuMls whi'tr |H.ir< ,‘nd hbm 4ir ,\\ailo\\fd 
up <ual l»'t Bv nh«(naUf>ns hk« fltr-'f, \oti! friind 
i» j»fifcuK ipi“iinl*<l iu her hln <(irir‘'s'; sf) 

SJuikMpfan < all* u<li m hut n is pnh»psfr«> 

proud aud In a'dul a if nn’ 

Adifii' Silun 


M» Ks*«nij 

I V ! ' I hi, Ma^ 1 /«p 

Sm Kit Ih.'v i\\ s !iff } ) 'J* « ) I 'HI .t» la t, and 
ifi ipimtns 111 \sninn; n A* Mtr hmiIh at ha in- 
ihft ihr \MnId In t'ljiip! I nrd «. hanj of hU 
idirin M ,S,» N<'t I hiO r t i tiK a* ni tlif middle fif 
thr fint Vfilume, ihr i-m iid I ha\f iini i\(n ">mi, but 
I hrai It coniam^ il« mnnoi.d'lf ronvf nation at 
DiHv’s hut vnihnm that pai» of it fd >Uiu h 1 made 
mtiiiitei, and in \.hM h sou apjiiai to a» mmii advan- 
Wgf over the imjifnoin ami ttl'fonn Intolnaia Tliii 
onuAtion n vuril> iiimivtiliahlr, av I cave Bivuvidl 
my iiieiuoUi ami a* f am vuir, thouKii it 1 »> no mean* 
crintained all that »aid, it nmiaiiii ttotliing but 
what waA laid l*v vou and h> thr dn|a>t Mr. B. 
mtftbt havr givrn a* iinnh more a-t v^ui and hr rnuld 
fwol^t, but hr should not havr omiUrd thtiw highly 
characteriitk irnirHr r* 1 hr httlr ntrrm, lionlering 
upon contem|rt, nihirh Bmwrll rnakn Johnioit rxprei* 
fior Mn. Thrair, in ihr rrmth of hw inttmaty with her, 
mums him iniiiwrir, when it ii compared with thewe 
glnwifig fitrofeiiiiom of vmriatkin for hrr talrnti aim 
virtiu^ which Joh won’t leiicr* to hrr no taviihty ion* 
Udiit hut he hid ito md ttncfriiy, notwiihctanding 
an hh pti^ ebout veracity. Hm truth wm always 
atraiidiw at gntu, and twillnwifif oiintis. Mr. 
SMiHiErts Si d^iy in vajn* he f^ve* »»»e^ 
Hiwf of his fiihimooa and flatter^ dupBcily. ^ TOi 
ill however, <m the whole, infiiwely eateftahiliig* 
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Mrs. Mompessan, 

Lichfield, June 14, 1791. 

Did I not manage my mind right stoically, not to 
touch upon any thing in the shape of an adieu? Was 
it not, camelian-likc, to take the colour of your in- 
clinations, who, I know, love to reserve your embraces 
for the hour of meeting? Never can I forget how 
warm those embraces were, when, in the dusk of a 
vernal evening, I entered your mansion, so em- 
bowered and so pleasant, after an absence of almost 
countless years. Never can I forget the month that 
glided so swiftly away amid your lovely glades, and 
in your thrice-dear society. Once more let me thank 
you for the sweetness and lustre of those recorded 
days. 

As to the sultry morning of our separation, I have 
not, through life, been so sensible of climatic violence. 
The white and cloudless concave smote upon us with 
fiery severity, and clouds of choking dust rose in- 
cessantly around us. 

But Mrs. Hayley received me with animated glad- 
ness, encompassed with youths of genius - the rising 
hopes of Derby. They walked with us into Mr. H.’s 
garden, and returned home with us to supper. Next 
morning we had levees in succession; half the smart 
people of that town, interspersed with the militia 
oiiicers. We past the afternoon and evening at Dr. 
Darwin’s, though he, who unites in himself what 
Johnson said of James and Garrick, viz., ‘he who 
lengthened, and he who gladdened life,* the great 
physician and exquisite poet, was called thirty miles 
anoti^ way, in the exercise of his first power. Mhs. 
Darwin haa an immense party to meet m, for whose 
apprehended amusement she engaged me, by earnest 
soMtatsons, to repeat odes and sonnets. If they were 
not egregious fiatterers, the pleasure the company 
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exjMtwed, made it impossible to grudge the exertion, 
even beneath a sky so torrid. 

The next morning sve paid some of our visits; and 
in tlvc evening Mrs. Haylcy had more tlian twenty 
friends to tea ami sufmer; amongst them a gentleman 
who, on the instant of hb being in trotlutrd, impressed 
my miiwi with a seniimeni in hb favour, more passion* 
airly tcmler than 1 had ever felt for any man on the 
first inters iew*, 


'Even in the hesday of imf>e!uou.s youth, 

'Die spring of life, the bloom of gaudy years.’ 

ft was so tender a* to forte the tears in rivers down 
my cheeks, during the first half an hour in which he 
talked to me. 

Ami now, Icii your rigid decorum should induce 
you to censure, without mercy, emotions, at once to 
m|Md and ungmemabie, I must whbper to you tl^ 
age of their impirar; he is ninety-one - my (athar’i oM 
mc9i^ Mr. Ashby, who preserves, at so late a period, 
Ml tnteUcett and sefisibiiity in wonderful power, and 
addk due moat at pobtefie«i; but the sunk mOitth 
old age, ihc glased eye, the hfsntadng 
jlM^ilmeal of accemt, the cold clammy hand tMt 
ffciald ndne with aSKtionate camestneai, all cem- 
tdlNriiisd to piodttee a resemblance to my poor fiutior, 
w.to;otx^^ eniotkiiii I i»eadone4,:. 

aaece' lib; cxm.timmMarlet,' and ^ mm wkgiiil. 

S BBnr'fBothor'' In chi^ihood, ■ ni Ci ’ 

liNiy 'Ibni ‘flMdPi . ''He tolMi; 'y iHi 

Ibflii,. .'piv incillkar' on' '’iyb , fcfW fj'' 

' lit - ■wtMy"t ff fvtf"' 
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the enthusiasm, though not with the science of an 
antiquarian: yet, however interested, gratified, and 
amused, by the politeness, vivacity, and intelligence 
of the Derby gentlemen and ladies, I found the heats 
dreadfully oppressive. Mrs. Hayley’s tea-room, and 
the bed-chamber I occupied, are full west. Accus- 
tomed to slumber amidst the profoundest silence, and 
unable, through sultriness, to shut down my sashes, 
the street-noises, excessive and incessant, kept me 
awake two whole nights. I felt the torture of being 
startled into wakefulness every time the balmy power 
weighed down my eye-lids, and thought of the de- 
nunciation against Macbeth. I was never more sen- 
sible of its force, and of the misery of being forbid to 
taste the 'chief nourishment at life’s feast’. 

‘Sleep, that knits up the ravcli’d sleeve of care, 
The death of each day’s woe, sore labour’s bath, 
Balm of hurt minds!’ 


The stock of health 1 had acquired in your peaceful 
village began to vanish fast beneath such f^Uj^e, 1 
idghM for the cool book-rcKsm - the hcimitage ^ 
itmMled lawns, and gutgling waters of Woodhouse. 


t came home late on Sunday night and the next 
found die cathedral fiowen and lawns in |b|l 
beauty, with the addition of four mdam 
libiues xuund the area being white rcnigh-cast. It Jb 


.you-how 

iaagi.!age^had ei^ m 

Ijwiwed, iliice. fSk» -wiith^' 

tfo pem^. and tiaen hiS' foe liaei' 1^^ 



I h f s '.V V % n I I It a M 1 r T' 

fuittpsftl h\ *ntrrns< u>v I l.i-.ttti vni,,f Itrlirx at 

linrtun, wl.a K.r.r ijt i piMMu! f* h<rt>knh 

)j'r t}(( fnllov iiu' v,i a uiMi {ntn- 

fanniv i!i i uu » n ( » ti.ii I ti I |ij .\}/ htM.umr, 
iHfi.in, Inl.uiit, apuha, fstju.i au, 4»hai\r, 
}u\rtnk, •''III* r 'V < i Jitr nijt* r.u v , j / / j < t * ih a, jHtpu* 
i.a, M«?wni'*'r%. * t* ** u t,iar 

t > II* viiSiliH .I'lMri'd '* j ') * li, noit }i 
Ir »t < '! 1 . tf I , n.* t.ji • . ' I ! ’ ti i < idh \ ( infn 

! iikr iJm V* ' » .'I J'ti' r\ 'f 1 I I j • jiMi Ui at 

l\n <>r hi irtk* S U..%\ <i*t Jit <(d i IJ . ffc'f, ultn|| 

InriMiirt t'.t a* },.un>ii)A u >it'l I ti t i iL'it dit* 

miui( II 


Vfl H Uftii *. 

I u lit 1 1*!. jt.U 7, J7*ji. 

A« yet 1 aiil^ tlir luti \*ilamr i ( IknurU^ 

hft o'f J. /<« Uift I !• rr t.iv. Ji.a lt.i|iprnnl 

ingt'iJirnu ulu* h <>> writ tuU»Ur»l ihr hio* 

gra|jitii<: .lail ptiiiiiri! ttii rlr jitd t «.« th .)« hr 

wiw, whrii ro,iiiniiK ihr HrhiKlr>, lui, »«i ihr 

tmfttilfiir «f triiiir, l»rrri r\<h.mKnt 1**1 a niorr ghming 
onr; «m} tii tha irt.«>ik attnu^i r\rr>thittg >« krai iauk 
whirh c«ukl givr unihragr f<» Jimldirm, 

tiy jufttly d««|»{dyiti|; thr <i.ukri, ^^rti .t4 f«iiirr, iiitn 
m ike medal. All, tir«%%r'Vfr, but hi*» idolntrry miut 
detest thr imgratrlu) fiu|>i]nty nanrd iipcut him, 
when we lind him tprakittg Midi dtghi, iKmleiuig 
umn rontempt, of thr thrn hin. 'I’hrdir. iii thr rrmth 
d hii ttitiiniii.y with Itrr. Mr B. utd* run mart that 
hnpftrtialiiy wouhi coniprr vihat hr luttd t»/ her tci 
whit he Mid to her. To hear yott,' m>s hr, tit his 
hdtart to that lady, ‘ii to hrir wlioom; to m ymt is to 
•re eirtue." What deipkahle flattery was iliat, if he 
iwdty believed the sttmcs of her mistd were trivial» titd 
tint dbe hid no trutfaf While if consciotti that these 
|lti|i|ilitlons were tit||tisti hit heart was at once thiiik« 
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less and malevolently false. Such, I confess, amidst 
all his gloomy piety, I always thought it. 

I both blame Mr. Boswell and wonder at him for the 
wanton, because unnecessary, inroads which a number 
of those records must make upon the feelings of many. 
But for them, his work had been of great value indeed. 
Entertaining in the first degree, it certainly is; and 
with the most commendable precision, exhibits the 
events of hi.s life through all their series and changes. 
It contains a prodigious mass of colloquial wit and 
humour, which w’ere certainly unrivalled. Let it, 
however, be remembered, that to produce their 
eclipsing and resistless power, many things combined 
which a wise and generous mind would not for its 
own peace and health consent to feel, even to possess 
that unequalled talent; viz, spleen, envy, boundtes 
haughtiness, and utter callousness to all the mental 
sensibilities of others. I am of St. Paul’s mind, who 
says, where these things are, nor alms nor prayers 
constitute goodness. 

Say thou, whose thoughts at humble fame repine. 
Shall Johnson’s wit with Johnson’s spleen be thine? 

Dr. Whalley, 

January 12, 1792. 

Ah! my dear friend, though my health has been con- 
siderably better within these three weeks, I now take 
up my pen with a heavy heart, for I have lost your and 
my darling little dog. Our dear Sappho died sud- 
denly this morning, without a shadow of previous 
iUne^. Mr. Green, our apothecary, thinks that the 
eidargcmcnt of her throat, where we have oi»erved 
the artery so incessantly throbbing with uncommon 
violence, was an aneurism, which su(dUienly bursting, 
produced her mstantaneous death. She had eaten a 
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jrimd hiiil inni fnskjfu» .uvl iKuinding ^ith 

hrf 4( tU‘>U)ni( i! ila t>ui\. trn numitr'* liitujr Shr 
I.i\ .i*l»'rp .H ni\ Irrt I rn r m «r,ir« fj i>»i .1 p,if«*r m 
thi (nrnuu’ l’‘tk at tht to hiok 

uhrtlur *hr foUoN^fd, I * »\i !«r vM/.jje aOu me \%tth 
that fluhioti'» Itiok vvluihit hr siiouUI tolkrt^ or 
Uf f, \vht« h 4ie ofif ij \sont uhrr» ! \vej>' out of the rmtn, 
,uid lif tli' utjht u ltk«K I h ulil <«»oti tifufri just 

ilM 1 V>,1 opirtttlH th« U \ rthhil t thr pajw 

1 I h».iol hn ouito v.jtli V'k.i'lfol <i\ I 

ju lu<} h»ik, ami sivi. hrr tin lud < ut in a sreining 
tit I 'ttrunnl atid a m.m} »nanr, uhn v.as m the 
paiMj^f, itotanlK iam< in, who nihlwd and « hated 
net m \ain Aho' the litth hf* v^a. iiir< o\erahly 
fled. I vin foi (iim.inm,* wln*«r i»nrf rt|ii.iUrd my 
own, .iwi vkhow te.iT^ flowi d in sti< un* over the dear 
lifrlew animat, whose pa> and yraithd affes non you, 
iu welt as outlets fs, have witnessed I shall miss and 
bfftrnt iiei loiiK. .She ssas, as >o)» ktwns, one of the 
nwMi! amialilr of that KmrrffVis sjienes, ami the con* 
tadotiAiiess how often shr has ptaseii about the knees of 
my dear old failirr; iw»w she loved vou and Cdovanni, 
and, at b*!, Mrs. Whatley and ever>t»c»dy dear In me; 
whai a tweet I om|>af»ion she was in all my |ourney»; - 
th«te iwollectMuis will make her long liew ailed Ytm 
aiuS Mfs. Wliallry will both lament her, to will good 
Mr, Amont, who wai *0 kind to hrr. Ciiovanni, who 
haa been far from well lately, will, I am afraid, hurt 
himtelf with grieving. 1 prevailed upon him to fm 
ovar to Derby and ronsult Dr. Darwin, wIumt tnedi- 
dbai be it now taking. His nymptoms alarm and 
dkgifM me eaceedingly. 

To be tiuw, I have taken very deefdy tinkind tlmt 
blind fMftiality with which he loob upon hit daii|^ 
tmfimteful behavsotir to me; yet my heart wad 

ipii MttniK wttti tinuMiicxi ttsnw m fvciy pim him 
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annoys, evcr>’ danger which direatens him. Six 
weeks since siie was offended at my observing that, 
since t!ie fasliiom changed so perpetually, I wondered 
she should choose to purchase a new black beaver hat, 
the sect^nd sh<* has bought within the last year, and a 
new bonnet of expense, both at the same time, on her 
return from the Continent. Upon my adding, ‘In- 
deed, my dear, I shcmld have thought myself extrava- 
gant in purchasing two such hats at once,’ she rose 
with a countenance of scorn, saying, as she left the 
room, ‘1 am not at all afraid of being thought extrava- 
gant for that.’ From tiiat time she has never entered 
my doors. Miss Aiden, who was my guest when this 
happened, thinks her beha\iour inexcusable, and 
entreated me not to .stoop to ask her to come again; 
so I presume her absence will be eternal. Her father 
says It is be.st .so to be, having persuaded himself that 
she cannot err, and that I am disposed to look with 
the eye of unjust prejudice upon all her conduct.^ God 
known! he is much mistaken, but he will never think so. 

Well! if Heaven does but preserve hi.s health, and 
life, and peace, 1 will compound for an infatuation so 
unjust to the friendship I have felt and exerted towards 
his daughter. 


Dr. Whalley, 

Lichhcld, Feb. 26, 1792. 

1 thank you cordially for offering to replace, in the 
first firuitfulncss of your new little canine darluig, the 
loss 1 have lately sustained. Yet, O! what other 
animal of her species can replace the comfort and d»s 
nleasiire of her impassioned attachment, and unemti- 
numly endearing qualities? and I have determined to 
wait for a brother or sister of my sweet Sappho’s, fi>r 
the chance of obtaining, fiom the same parents, one 
tihat may resemble her. Sure I am that tibe shodi of 
lun* sudden death materially injured Giovanni. Ke 
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doted upon her; and being out of health, the absolutely 
agofibcd grief with v.hirh he ttxik up her Ufelcss body, 
and the bitter tears hr shed whenrsrr he eiHered this 
house for many ensuins: day*, from mkiing the glad 
welcome of her Ixninding altrcdon and gay sensibiuty, 
preyed on hh IkkIv as well as on liis spirits* To this 
hour he cannot hear her mentioned, nor look at the 
places where she iiml to repose, tvithout suffering 
%'Wibly. 


Dr, WuAt iav, 

lachhelcl. May i 8 , 1792 . 

Ah! my dear Mr. Whalley, Ciiovanni's health t^an 
to fade again »o«»n after his return from llaih. Though 
greatly better, he was not sufliciently recruited to 
bear, vriihout iitjurs , that influx of vicarial businoi 
whkh had accumulated during hii absence, and which 
the voluntary cares and soliciiudeii of near a thousand 
curkrus plaim rei|uircd. Yet he ventured to engage 
hiimelf to itng the principal part in two oratorio! at 
Krinlngha^ which were performed there onfoe it^th 
1 ^ instant ; but, as he was packing up lut^cJolto 
to he svas taken luddenly and yfoKSitt|f 

H - a Mil wcMrac attack than any which |Mreddedl Iw 
li^ Jot^^ He has remained very ill indeed, with 
MiaMt inte^^ amendment all the wedt. 1 

of one of those intervals ^ 
jiaki the leqiicstcd transcript, and to omvwac 
fOit« ll^ettli h atihe wofit. I amlotalW^to 
ef wrilhig; all the faculties m my mM. smk 
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may^ not be exposed to the dreadful anguish of per- 
ceiving this disease incurable, of living to see it ter- 
minate fatally! 

Dr. Whalley, 

Lichfield, June 14, 1792. 

I will not repeat to you, my dear Mr. Whalley, the 
sad story of my anxious sorrows through the past five 
weeks; of the sick suspense and bitter heartaches with 
which I awake generally by the first dawn of the now 
early day, and in which I remain through the ensuing 
slow hours till six o’clock, when I send to his house for 
intelligence of his sitter-up. If it is favourable, I drop 
Mleep till nine or ten. Conscious of the inevitable 
injury of his breathing the close air of his own very 
small house many hours in the day, I have, with great 
difficulty, persuaded him to alight at mine when he re- 
turns at two o’clock from his airing, and to stay in my 
large and airy apartments till he goes out again at six 
in the evening. Wholly unable, as he is, to bear the 
sound of mixed voices, I avoid all company, that my 
house may give him that silence and quiet which arc 
so necmary to him; and I have never drank tea firom 
hoine, except once with Lady Gresley, since he was 
sdzed. Alas! my kind friend, it is wholly in vain to 
inculcate, or to hope for me, the exertions of fortitude, 
wtihedi^ty of cdinn^. I am - 1 ever was, a creature 
of lnqn&, to whom all the discipline of self-govera- 
ihaiil haa been utterly unatt^able. My whole sum 
of peace, imd comfort, and earthly hope, long desi^r- 
alaiy set on one jmccarious die, often and often, but 
^ways vakly, have I struggled in the indissoluble foils 

Dr.;'Whalliy, 

' ■'V'-'Cfo''a"fk«wtty al^ igthdfSajUefober, 
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\f«fl fir i lU’ I till I » Im f itf I I i kf I j( 1 K.i 1 fi.f*r 

hrf If j li I^f j’ i Ilf » j ffjiu' hi n Hr aruurrrri, 

hf iliiiii \f I f i> I j n f’^ffiMii 
f.til 1 i» II li I < I ^ f ' { k’f V I fh’ \h, 

lit II Ml • ( i. ' »i I i I* ! 1 1 h ii 1 n< % n III! then 
lr)f 1 11 111 i I M»k }M < n t I no »! U i\f m m* 
ituilinn 1 ati ? 1 I Mil ' uiM n it. lit iri Jm a 

% I < m (lir pM m (Jiiir ii * kh i* I t t<l < onuifirirU 
«it a Iiiviijuiit nils i fi/ni Im liaiiil ami 

bunt mhi tr u , r m hiimim, ‘!)ii i ihrn imlrifl Miuld 
thf* hiil^ I hiM li itrar lot Honor i* VNlirii I liad 
Iwriomr in ir» timi|»«»vil, i looknl raiirrlv tor the 
Hiihrii If niiblam r I iouiifi oi {.un if'd I immii, 

wiinr, hut it VI i< III lounKnamr oiiH, not at all m 

fmtuiri. .titd <iui not amouiif to dniilrd iikriin» I 
flitn HalkrU Hith hini ihtoui^li thr aparttnrntfi of that 
maiMioii, %%liu h had l»r»ii ihr hoinr, ihi* at kmmtrdgivl 
hafiipy bninr, of hi* amuthlr, hti hnrlv mofhri, of her 
bkximmg infatuv and coimmitnair iiouih apart- 
mmtft that >ri *wnr<l to hreatlw* ofhrr, that >ei rr- 
tabifd thi* vritigr* of itrr fiKhanting titflurmr, hrr 
iMumr inKrtbed on tlir Mtiidow*, hrr prtdilr on the 
wiUlit To (hne I dtmtrd liti aitrntuin, aiidi abotir 
all« to (be beautroits print of Homnry'i imam, whicb 
it exactly wbal the wax at fmieff} 

1 am lUfT Hu ipint and Iteart are all hit inother*t. 
IQf yolce hat (he iiiQa( toiKhtng •iviy(im»i, and them 
aeeaBMMi the glow of tentibiltty m every b(tie wend, la 
every im^de exerlamatkei; but he fitd not lode la 
ImmIiIii and UT, *(lie mUkcxi peintroie mmt Ihdc dme- 
teiify»' I ihatl with I had nevor beheld iit gracei. Itt 
inii Imt nUM ipynt mmfm mmKmmwO m mMmWm mm 
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tyrannous caprices of an unfeeling father. He stayed 
only half an hour. When he took leave, it seemed as 
if my soul went with him. My eye pursued him to the 
gate, and when he vanished, I returned sighing to a 
solitude wiiich seemed solitude indeed. 

Mr. Savilix, 

Buxton, June 15, 1793. 

That b<‘ing of tiue integrity - that prodigy of self- 
cukivatetl genius, Newton, the minstrel of my native 
mountains, walks over them from Tideswell, his 
humble home, to pass the day with me to-morrow. 
To pu elude wonder and comments upon my atten- 
tions to such an apparent rustic at the public table, 
I have shewn two charming little poems of his, which 
are deservedly admired by everybody here. Expect- 
ing a letter from you on Monday, I will not finish this 
till I receive it. 

June 1,8th. 

The wintry storms of Sunday morning detained my 
minstrel at home, in deceived hopes of the fairer hour, 
so that he did not arrive till one. Nothing could be 
more flattering to me and to him, than the reception 
he met wth from the company at St. Anne’s. 
They were generous enough not to suffer his plain 
appearance, his unpowdered and drenched locks, and 
pitmnciai accent, to chill the civilities and respect 
wMch they shewed him. When I took him to the 
public table at the hotel, I particularly presented him 
m Sir John and Lady Clerk, the Baron, etc. They 
convenied with him; they praised his verses. Lady 
C^rk desired Mr. Newton and myself would drink tea 
in her partour. We had previously engaged oursdvei 
to Mrs, Sedley; but we went to Sir John and his lady 
at seven, and staid with tliem till the supper bell rung; 
when, contrary to all our entreaties, he would not stay 
ttU next morning. Busine^ obliged him to encounter 
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,i vi(\\ fuuMnnt: Ifngfh Iht* st<»nm itdl 

r< uni ,uh! \ rpl l>» kh ilh jhr inaiuij i j mtiht, bul hr 
H u^rd to thf^^ v ilk H r f hn md h« lalked 

nimh i na hniu and I kH t ]fik Minutfd mth 
limi tJwti ' Sjriii' \snfim’ f J uhi'h h<* h an ad- 
\miti I j Mu If d’t III hfirml'Mft tt a nunthpi nf 
lia* I* I «H uHini t Id' ii W**. V mi h ilrlinrafr 
d( u I m ' f< Hid dtr nil 11 id {ihdi » jdiri, Jii^ 
hrotli* ! 1 vni.^ U « )M i < i V ill, tl r fuuadfd 
grrm ui 1 ui d' i ^ U'l ul ih uH'Mifd hn rr« 
qurUf i aiu ,M IH and • JUM n 

Mr Sv\j(ii, 

Bu\ti Ji |iinr i7f»i 

I ii\i!l iu»l aiinnjJt a nun in dr i imtmn i f \rnfrida)'i 
ftfniatioiii, lilt' ('•r'liii}? lu »fi <il inv nirnd i.ill tnntme 
them, ihi iiv iratitijj tliMih, 'thf "lUrngtlKnuij^ thidii 
Ilf mrkitnhith [nim/ .i<t 1 dir\-k m uri and nrarrr in 
ihr {Miritia! nrin 'ilmuKli tin »nt had ihr diarpiim 
rd Maiih. ihr uin dimir lirai an*l binjhl Ils ra)*! 
piji\rd on th«* ^au i»ifk«i fl that kitnun dalr, v»lmh 
muAt lir |u«id liuin Iaaim *«< **%h> luimundittg 
hAmlet Of \«t)a 1 1 oiiUl nni rriitani tiir gitdnnK tean, 
through almmt ihr nholr ol ihr hvf hour* I piitted 
ill that deaf villagr In tnhahttatin fim krd almut me, 
imd lAiiiriited alrr^h iiiy dfarni laiher’t k»i to ihrin 
he who had been iheii l»eiie\o!riti reitnr fori> >eaii: 
they raprmetl the mmi afletiMinaie p>y ii* tee me; 
heuttest gratefni trea»ure«, they rung three peali to 
welrome me; and I dejurted in the e^enittg, amidit 
ll!«ir warm benrdiitioni Oh' every hitr, every voice 
rccaUed* with redoubted force, my k»t father, • And 
the light of die demtate ret tory.~ i did not enter it k* I 
eimld not; but 1 lingered in the churchyard, weefiing 
biHeHy as 1 gated on the walls, the wtndbwi, the 
garden, which, in detpiie of their alieved 
iqppeatwice, yet ttrongly bear the mmp and magic 
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of their vanished possessor, who loved me with so 
much passionate tenderness. 

Mr. Saville, 

Scarborough, July 29, 1793. 

Whenever the wind blows from the east at this port, 
however calmly it may breathe on shore, the sea runs 
high. All yesterday it had a large portion of the 
sublimitv I had invoked. About a quarter of a mile 
down the right-hand sands, a small promontory juts 
out; tjpf)n Its topmost bank, about twenty yards high, 
the ( halybeate springs arise; and there also a fort is 
constructed, with parapet walls, to which we ascend 
by steps. At high-water, the sea encircles this pro- 
montory, and lashes its rocks. 

Last night, at eight o’clock, as we walked upon the 
cliff, we saw the waves of a sublimely agitated sea 
da.shing and bounding up the sides of the fort, their 
spray flying over its parapets. The tide was then on 
the turn, and we were told, that, in about an hour, we 
might walk to the promontory, by keeping close to the 
base of the rocks, and attain the elevation before the 
waves had ccasscd to lash and clamber up its walls. 
Nobody but myself being inclined to venture, I went 
home to undress, resolved to taste, amidst the in- 
cumbent gloom of a very lowering night, a scene con- 

f iual to my taste for the terrible graces. Requiting 
e stout arm of Mr. Dewes’s servant, I began with 
Hm my sombre expedition. As I passed along the 
sands, the tide twice left its white suif upon my feet; 
and the vast curve of thc^e fierce waves, that burst 
down with deafening roar, scarce three yards from me, 
lufficiendy mratified my rztgc for the terrific. 

We finmd the lower steps of the fort maccesrible, 
from the watens not having yet receded from them; 
but, with some difficulty, efimbing behind the rocte, 
I got upon a level with the sixth step, and was thus 
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EuabJcd to ascend the eminence. By this time, the 
last gloom of die night had hilkn, and the white foam 
of the thundering waters made their ‘darkness visible*. 
It seemed scari r |K»ssil;*ir that an luu onsciovis element 
could wear such hoiritl appraramr of lising rage. 
Each billow seemed a voraginous monster, as ii came 
roaring on, and tiashed itself against the repelling 
svalU, I he spray of eac h flashing ss avc flew ctver my 
head, and wet ntr on its descent, fhe jteaiittg waters, 
louder than ihunder, made it irn{><ss.sihlr for me or the 
serx’ani to hear each other sjieak. My own maid 
would not senture to accotiipany me f>n an exfwrdiiion 
of such seeming perti. I stocni at least half an hour 
on the wild promontory’s! top, alnK»vi totally encirded 
by the dark and furious main. It svas half-pa^t tcsi 
when I relumed to lasrd Liflcird's, to take my leave 
of the party, and to acknowledge the infinitely kind 
attentions with which they liad honoured me. 


The Rev. Da. EAaa.* 

Bridliiigion, Aug. 17, 1793. 

We lichficldiam art at present, it b mi«* %triw unanw 
incn» iii OUT orihodmiy and in our kiyalty, Tlsgs <fii- 
teiMMis of wh% ai^ lory, that mice ai^ bog l»«d 
iBiidb^ W amofigst AM, have loitf tlunr HcMnix 
dwhim the chuMC of many ytsars; and in tlwM jMarUtMS 
itenk to di»urly i}M»m the miacnidl of 

l^buMtlde tlM^^ tl^ are tegaUy duaolvod. 
cciiBiiicm lenthaaent parcel msr boamooii, wbidh bsvo ^ 
'fWlAttlii ''tim' ^coofcniality on oebar 
'We ''§m ''gpdeml ’ fin*, the" ^jMteotion, '.ftcedotti -mA oom* 
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fort we enjoy beneath the influence of a constitution, 
which has given to our little island such mighty con- 
sequence in the consideration of Europe through a 
century’s course; whatever of human, and therefore 
inevitable imperfection, may be found in its construc- 
tion by those Utopian searchers, who call themselves 
philosophers, and who would beguile us from our 
safeholds by visionary plans of unattainable excel- 
lence. ... 

Beautiful edifices of polity are raised by men of 
dazzling abilities, assuming the title of philosophen!. 
But to render them safe on experiment, as they are 
plausible in theory, mankind must have been created, 
not as they are, mulish, selfish, and malevolent, but 
ductile, disinterested, and kind. 

Thus th^e fair and promising edifices, being built 
on sandy foundations, fall, on trial, into an heap of 
shapeless ruins, and in that fall overwhelm freedom, 
security, subordination, mercy, and piety; as the 
example of France evinces. If, to be a philosopher, 
isj as i understand it to be, a lover of wisdom; if, to be 
a {Mitriot, is to be a lover of the country he inhabit, to 
be zeabus for her interests, and toiacious of her glpiyi 
rinai the most ignorant amonp[St the contented and the 
grat^ul, have more real claim to those appellations, 
thaa the daring innovators who, with the drc^M 
their eyes, seek to lift the flewd-gates of 
a KuriEcat wMch they know they have im power to 
. Ixljak/'ujp''' again. ■ ■ ■ ' 

'v .Mas. Hayley, 

Vv', ■ ; lichficld, ' 

You be sorry to hear that pdoir Mbli sis 
jCWf; call her, k gone to 

If^iaw t^ puffit^, hyperbedk chai’^cbr 

the pubik mpers, it would mste you kwe 
'tlk;-a«k&tkc .'due ..to 
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"htndt! rttlii'.t 1 ] >! i n 'n ‘ I Ui<‘ MoH ( t>hh 

Iw a C lih Im» It li ji* '} jiu C oltb kixm^ 

nciihuuf, .uid uiitif utifJifu/ im Ik mi juii m ilir hrAiii, 
tMitlufig Mill «t»inf ouf ui '1 I't i»i\ jiuipo 4 t»( i.iticmai 
rtitrrfaimnrni S mtlKMlv rt pliril I Urn wlij is 
Or Jitlmofu n'tfftn hri siMitu’ ‘Oh' I lfAr(.«»hh 
I If AT Mcill C ohh for hti inipiidffMr 'U« drspit 
Has righi ui his jftrmr«"s, Imi h» u*mhiw>n wai 
cirtmrimi l.ittlr .n h.«i hern put iiitu Mh C>>bb‘i 
tiraiit, mufh ui shirntb biting and huniciurmH satire 
WM tiauvr ttt tlir sctib itttd has nftrn aniuml srry 
fupmnr mindi tu tm own Of that luprnnniy, 
huwtwr, iite had no i<im< louiiim her ignoratire and 
irif lumrietirr einwraied it efTettiially bhr wa* 1 
very letfuh 1 harartrry iwr knen die warmth of friend* 
aliit», nor the fintury of bntowing 'i'hm haa her 
nWHiunientai wall liren daubed by very untempered 
tneartwr tiadeed. Yet» to tier we may apply what 
Hmfy aayiofFalitBfi; 

Wt couid have better ipured a better maiii 
Of we iboukl have a heavy ntiai of thee, 

If we were mitch in love vHith vanity. 
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Miss Brandish, 

Lichfield, Dec. 6, 1 793. 

Now as to Lichfield news. Events are scarce, and, 
had they been ever so plenteous, would have been 
transmitted to you by your friends of the galaxy, or 
milky way, as Mr. Inge pleasantly calls the white semi- 
circle of the cathedral area. Shall I tell you of a lady 
who falls into talking trances in company, in which 
she appears, repelling the enamoured solicitations of 
former rejected lovere? Or of Mrs. B— ’s jealousy, 
excited by the long and eloquent billets which Mii® A. 
writes to her ancient, honest, downright husband? - of 
the former’s exclaiming in company that she wonders 
what Miss A. means by sending flourishing notes, 
down three sides of paper, to her husband ~ she is sure 
he never gives her, nor any other woman, encourage- 
ment. Are not these things almost too ridiculous for 
credibility? - yet people witness their serious existence. 
Thus it is that the intervals of the deal, at the card 
tables, are supplied with conversation, when, tired of 
the horrid miracles of guilt in France, they turn to the 
comic miracles of absurdity in our own circles. Not 
but the heads and hearts of the fair, the yoimg, the 
gay amongst us, arc full of a subject more interesting 
to them at present than public tragedies, or private 
farcei - the approaching masquerade at Drakelow. . . . 

I was honoured with an invitation - but my life is 
too much in the yellow-leaf for such frolic scenes. 
Adieu! 


H. F. Gary, Esq,., 

Lichfield, March 16, 1794. 
Sincerely do I thank you for the truly friendly and 
geiusrous indignation you have felt and expressed for 
BkxnveU^s unprovoked and maliaous insolence. It 
%vodid be contrary to the declared intention, exprseed 
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in my last letter to Urban, and certainly beneath me, 
to pursue this controversy farther. Idly immaterial 
as to its subject, it was began by me but in defence of 
the veracity of my evidence, rudely called in question 
by this man, in his supplemental^ notes to the Life of 
Johnson^ and pursued by him with such impertinent 
and insidious spite. It is, however, material, that I 
publicly convict the falsehood and arrogance of the 
Johnsonian adulator in one respect, so soon as I can 
procure the certainly existing means. You see him, 
in the magazine for January, denying that Johnson 
ever uttered that general slander on the poetic race, 
involved in his commendation of Watts, viz., that ‘he 
was one of the few poets who could look forward with 
rational hope to the mercy of their God’; nay, seems 
to deny that there ever was any published record of 
that base slander. Now, in print I declare I read it, 
though its precise situation now escapes my recollec- 
tion. Well do I remember the indignant feelings it 
excited in my heart. The impression was in recent 
force, when I sent the last Ifenvolio letter to the 
Chnileman’s Maga^ne, August 1787, and which records 
mbatim the unworthy sentence. Whether I then 
copied it from the despot’s own writings, or from some 
of the various printed memorabilia of his conversation, 
I do not now know. If you, or any other friend, can 
recollect where it is inserted, the communication will 
ob%e me. At present, I am too busily employed in 
the more n^iessaiyr concerns to re-read, tor the purpose, 
hts works, or the records of his baographeii. I mve 
looked over his fife of Watts - there it is not. 

Hector of Birmingham’s letter is scarce im- 
perdnent, and contams an absolute, though perhaps 
m involuntary, felsehood. Everybody knows dmt 
Johnson was tom in the year ten or late in the year 
ntoe. Hector attests, that Johnson wmto the wyrtk 
issirafla Ito him in tto year 1 73 1 -- and 
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that it was not till two years after, that he had any 
knowledge of any of the Porter family, to whom he 
was then, for the first time, introduced by him. That 
must be in Johnson’s twenty-second year. Strange 
forgetfulness indeed in Mr. Hector, who, if he had 
considered at all, must have recollected that ray grand- 
father, Mr. Hunter, married the sister of this same 
Porter of Birmingham, his second wife, when Johnson 
wsis his pupil, several years preceding that era. 
During this pupilage, Johnson had frequent access to 
his master’s house and table, and there he saw and 
fancied he loved the young Lucy Porter, who, early 
on her aunt’s marriage with my grandfather, made her 
a visit of several months at Lichfield. Then and 
there, Johnson, a school-boy in his teens, some three 
or four years older than his beloved, made the verses 
on receiving from her a sprig of myrtle, which verses 
he afterwards gave to Mr. Hector, without thinking it 
necessary to declare their previous origin. That this 
was the fact, on the frequent testimony of the scrupu- 
lously ingenuous Lucy Porter and my mother, I am 
Mrfectly convinced. Soon aifter Johnson’s death, 
Boswell earnestly requested me to tell him all I had 
heard concerning the youthful days of that wonderful 
mortal; concluding, that my mother knew many such 
anecdotes, and had probably mentioned them. See 
how he requites the trouble I took to oblige him! 
Instances like these have a tendency to shut up the 
frank and trusting heart in misanthropic reserve. 

I have this instant read your very kmd letter on this 
subject, signed M,S., in the GerOhm^s Magmm for 
Fclnrory. Another epistle, succeeding it, is also 
fiiisadly to me, as wdUt as learned and kmaakim, I 
think it likely tibat letter is Dr. Parr*s. I ifaMrild hasw? 
thoujght it yours, but that the preceding one has your 
lai»3wn signature. , , . 

A firhtttd has this minute shown me, in Jehnaon’s 
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Life of West, an exactly similar stigma on the Poets to 
that which Boswell so arrogantly afHrms he never 
uttered. In the fourth volume of his Lives, p. 316, he 
says of West: ‘A stroke of the palsy brought to the 
grave one of those few poets to whom the grave needed 
not be terrible.’ 

He who, with his pen, thus malignantly brands a 
class of beings, ever considered as the honours of their 
respective countries, could have no scruple to utter 
the twin slander which I copied, in the year 1786, 
from the records of some of his biographers, if not from 
his writings, and which he blended with his eulogy on 
Watts. Praise was so heterogeneous to Johnson’s 
nature, that we generally find him recompensing 
the selfiviolence, by some of those malicious reflections 
on which his spirit luxuriated. 

The Rev. T. S. Whalley, 

Lichfield, July 25, 1794. 

Lord Fielding is here with his regiment. He and 
his lovely lady are living soaaUy among us . The Dean 
has let them his house. They are extremely fond of 
music. Lady F. plays and sings divinely. She speaks 
of your beloved Mrs. MuUin’s rival excellence in that 
lisiB with warm and generous praise. They give 

E * «te concerts, which are made for them in return. 

t Monday they met a party of twenW-five at my 
house. Three violins, a violoncello. Lady F.’s harp, 
and a harpsichord, formed our band. Bending over 
her harp, when she sweeps her white hands over its 
strings, and mixes her song with its tones, we see and 
hear a living Oecilia. Mr. Saville and our three 
Miss Parker, Mr. Simpson, and Mr. Thomas 
White, Joined Lady F. in duets and gloes. The saloon 
in my house is an excellent room for music, and held 
all without crowd, and the evening passed off with 
apparent satisfactiem to the company. My ilbhcaltih 
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made me dread the fatigue; but I was fortunately 
better on that day than I had found myself long before, 
or than I have oeen since. Lady F. assembles us at 
the Deanery on Monday. If I was well, I should 
delight in these parties, 

Mrs. Jackson, 

Lichfield, July ^ i , 1 794. 

Unworthy should I be of your late assiduous and 
cordial attentions to me, were not my heart assured 
t^t yours will feci pleasure in knowing that I have 
almost lost those terrors which lately haunted my mind, 
and excited so many kind exertions on your part to 
relieve them.^ 

To leech-bleeding I believe myself indebted for the 
comfortable amendment I feel. They were applied 
four times. The raging heat of the weather then 
coming on, induced me to suspend the continuation 
of an operation so troublesome, succeeded by a week’s 
extreme soreness in each of the petit wounds. Con- 
tinuing to amend, I hope I shall not have occasion to 
re-apply this remedy. 

Tne diversity, nay absolute contradictiom, in 
medical opinions are strange and somewhat discom- 
forting, as weakening our reliance on their aid. IVfr. 
Savilic went lately to town to seek that relief for a dis- 
order in his earn, which he happily found from the 
skill of the celebrated aurist, Maul. His friendship 
for me induced his consulting two eminent surgeons, 
who are personal friends, concerning my late accideait 

* For aaoatitti the had lived uader the fear of cancer The previeta 
Macdb she had hurt her lea breast ‘by shpping against the sharp pointed 
ledge of a wainacot, in stooping to reach an hearth brads’, pain 

foHbwed. 'Ilien: ‘By stagscaladvwe I have applied ie(xshestittioe be the 
partji according to ihe present practice of this London fecalty.^ Theic 
Mte, vdiich is nothing on the ten^Ies, is (m the bostnn a very painftA as 
wefi as fxoiildesocne, oparatkw, and the wounds oontinue taatty <wys 
sttMsHidlaiained.* to (i^tettftihndoofca'# advice -- H,F. 
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Thdr opinions, given separately, coincided perfectly 
with each other, but surely in the first assertion con- 
tradicted the experience of ages, and in the last that 
of late years; for those I believe is the applying leeches 
to a part suspected of cancerous tendency. That 
it was the great Himter’s practice we know. These 
gentlemen told Mr. Saville that no cancer was ever 
produced by a blow, and that to apply leeches to the 
seat of pain might do an injury, and could be of no 
service. 


As to leeches. . . . Surely these gentlemen reject 
them against all reasoning from probability of their 
use, as well as in scorn of recent experience. External 
injury produces inflammation, and that always pre- 
cedes induration. Bleeding is found to abate in- 
flammation, and where the heat and pain are, local 
blee^g is most likely to be efficacious. 

However relieved from horrid apprehensions, more 
afflicting than actual pain, yet is my general health 
very indifferent. My difficulty of breathing on the 
least exertion, has been more severely^ and constancy 
oppressive since my return from Nottingham early in 
hiwch. 1 think I injured mpelf there by complying 
with the earnest request of oifferent companies, that 
I would, read scenes of Shakespeare aloud. This was 
immediately on recovering from a violent cough and 
inflammation on my lungs. To read Shakespeare 
Witimut energy and without |ioat exertion, is not 
within my chapter of possibifities. One evening I 
read aB the principal scenes of Macbeth aloud, and 
never breathed finely since. . . . 


J, Johnson, Esjj., 

High Lake, Sept. 20, 1794. 
many other agreeable circumstano^, for 
I Mve bcaen indebt^ to your friendship, 1 fhaiflE 
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vou for recommending High lUke to me as a manne 
residence. I like it extremely; and, Aough oftrai 
indisposed, hope to receive benefit firom its pure gales 
S phcid waters. All my fear is an abated d^ee of 
saline strength in the billows, by the intermixture of 
fresh water from the rivers Dee and Mersey, incessantly 
stealing into the lake amidst the salt green streams ot 

tliT-C/ OC€i»2t2iX 

We have here a very pleasant society, to the amomt 
of about thirty. The music at Liverpool allured a 
considerable part of it thiAer; amongst the rest my 
cousin T. White and his bnght^yed friend. I had 
an arduous struggle with my mclmahons on that 
occasion. Considerations of health, however, pre- 
vailed over every temptation to mdulge myself in the 
highest luxury my senses can expenence, and l re- 
mained quiet at High Lake. 

Edmund Wioley, Esq,., M.P., 

High Lake, Oct. i, i794- 

We miss you on the airy promontory, and on the 
silver sands. A certain sunny 

illuminate our Httle circle, gloomed by melancholv 

shipwreck, and ail its heart-affectog p^culars. A 

ship sunk, close to the sand-island on the ocean si^, 

yesterday morning at nine o’clt^k, ^ 

tibie hcai^ and stormy seas. Her 

perished, besides the other passengers which Probably 

ihe had on board. An Amencan Y«ssel» which 

into this Lake a few hours after, and which w^ i^ 

in great danger, saw her sink within gun-shot, without 

bc^able to afford the least as^t^ce to the «nh^py 

cSires, who, with the dire shneks 

Athi m^ng round her masts ^d shrouds. Boats tow 

Sghing off to the wre^ ever 

mm with sad narrations 

Awding the highest apartment of this hotel, we saw 
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the dismal wreck distinctly through a telescope, with 
the sever^ boatmoi which had landed on the island 
and were busied about it; and some of them bending 
over the dead bodies that lay scattered on Ae sands. 
Three of them were found in a dreadfiiUy lacerated 
condition, and brought into the Lake in a boat last 
night. 

These are the shocking circumstances, which, to 
inlanders, often counteract the exhilarating effect of 
coast-residence, even while they make us feel, with the 
most sensible comfort, 

‘The grove’s blest shelter on the stable shore, 
Where the tall pine-tree sings beneath the wind.’ 


Ihave quoted those pretty lines, translated by a Mend 
of mine from an id)?mum of the Greek poet, Moschus, 
though there are neither groves nor pine-trees at High 
Lake. Imagination, however, easily substitutes a 
grove for a feather-bed - and for rattling windows, 
whistling trees. 



David SAMWELLj-Jgha.,:; 

lichfidd, March 17, 1795. 
tttCEs m£ that you like my little poem on Ho)dc 
.Lfaave really not exaggerated the mild ojgrmm 
i^ene. The handsome hotel, built ance you 
the liMe aoDendmit white 


dowjMi.' Tiic rich . and varied.'^' 
ooasa^ rMng from the wates ■ 
ssitoe omrov Is fuE, a mfr 


'tite Sdatoe 
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Mrs. Powys, 

Lichfield, April i, 1795. 

The 13th of March brought Mr. and Mrs. Whalley 
to me, whose dear society I have also very recently 
lost. One of the heaviest afflictions that can wring 
the feeling bosom, after having tormented them near 
two years with terror of its descent, became, some fotir 
months since, complete: an affiiction, the corrosive 
bitterness of which must inevitably mingle with all ot 
comfort which they may hereafter taste, till human evil, 
neither by immediate pressure, nor cruel recollection, 
can annoy them more. Mr. W.’s lovely, accomptohed, 
and celebrated niece. Miss Sa^e that was, Mrs. Mullins 
that is, Miss Sage that will again be, was, in her infancy, 
recommended to his care by the maternal t^deraess 
of a beloved sister, expiring in the bloom of hfe. This 
sacred and precious trust, Mr. and Mp. Wh^ey exe- 
cuted with the most sedulous attention and mnd^t 
indulgence. She grew, she bloomed; ~ the pnde, toe 
delight of their hearts. Genius and wit aided, by 
rap^y aoquired endowments, the fascinations . of 
beautyv >- The creations of the pencil glow boiieiath hpr 
fingers; Her skUl, taste, and invention on the harpsi- 
coS is scarce inferior to that of the first masters; and 
to a voice of exquisite tone, power, compass, and in- 
flexion, she adds the touching graces of haraiomc 
^pi^on, in a degree of excellence that approacha 
to enctottnent. She was abroad with her atint and 
V in the year 1786, and, mstr^ of 

Italian, she conversed, simg,^ she pia^, 
she fianced, toe day-star of dtn island; r; 

<’ f ifi toing was more 'talxed . of in the then : happy 'yFi^^';;; 
than toe chaxinii^v:Ei#ishwmnap 

since, Mr. and Mrs. W. and h®' 

■ ■' ,of seeiiag , 

'a' ffcntieman.'’ of graoeful person^ 
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forteie, and generous virtues, the impassioned choice 
of her avowed affections. 

After a twelvemonth’s ardent attention to him, 
repaid on his part by the most devoted indulgence, she 
grew osld, and apparently oppressed by every 
of his regard, and charmed by the admiration of other 
men. She racked his heart with jealousy, and received 
his expostulations with scorn; grieved and alarmed 
from time to time, by her levities, those tender friends 
who had been the guardians of her youth; and at 
a few months since, eloped with Captain Tothe of the 
guards, with whom she now lives in total disgrace, 
reckless of having blasted her constellation of talents - 
reckless of this dire apostacy from gratitude, from love, 
from honour, and from duty. 

Never will my friends cease to grieve over this fallen 
star, that was once and long the light of their existence. 
Ihou^hj at times, the native energy of Mr. WhaHcy’s 
spiiit f^rva^ social intercourse, the gloom of tWs 
- he was cither not sp^iking Hm- 

apt pardculariy addressed by otlmrs, I saw the 
^^^pa 03 g,.ieateticm- rising ^diaricly'to.'lus\fixing;eye,''^ 
on his rda^g' hi:®. " Boith. .fheir healths’" 
impaired^ by ^this' shock.,:. You '■ who 
^ OEperieiJMced “'guardima 

.'.will ;know. - how -'.'to/.-^fedi'.. ibr 
to comihisaiate their reg^,''. ' 







the swan of LICHFIELD 

The eeherous parental indulgence of the aged pm 
Smf doomed to be trirf in ^ 
roimection formed by their sons. The qualities 
S lady to whom the eldest umted hi^elf, have 
recompensed the much which, from pecuhar circim- 
SSs was to be forgiven in that mamage. The 
See of the second disappointed their hopes for him, 
at least as to fortune. Plump 

dauffhter whose sprightly graces blended agreeably 
with his ’oily placidness; whose cheerful attentiom 
to them are very gratifying, and 
fortune were of no mortifymg mequahty. And Nigel - 
yes, Nigel, they all pronounced would marry wth 
Idkt or nm at aU. ‘His brothers, said they, ^e f of 
tempers either retired or 

likely to marry advantageously; but Nigel is a man 

of the world; he h^ Jnl^ ^ 

connubially; his eloquence will aid the former, ana 

for the latter, the graces are^ hmdmaids. , 

I thought with them on this subject, not dreftpung 

that Hs heredity virtues were doomed to coimte^t 

these probable smd pleaiant expectation. A 
1^^ related to the eldest: ^ 

^al years resident with that 
tenp, l^auty, modem accomphshments^ or 
. qtKSPt^ con^ctiom, sh^ is a 

ofa gentlcwonian. That contagious md 
whidi robbed die ycnerable ~P^^' 
m^daughtcr, seized Miss M— . In 

' Gamlesa of infectious. dang^,h«w^ , 

«o 

adiwid 'hi^ thpt'Ml 

,,, 

■ HiivA :A iW's 

^ s*;;' ^ / I 

:' : . n ^ 
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indulgent parent, by counteracting an attachmait 
founded on gratitude and pity. 

Thus, though called to the bar, this elegant young 
man is content to resign the higher walks of the law, 
that he may the sooner perform those tender promues, 
which he believes to have rescued an amiable woman 
from the grave. He is studying the profession of a 
country barrister with the most sedulous application. 

This is very, very good; yet, surely there can be no 
absolute duty compellant to such a sacrifice, since a 
man of his very niceh onour has, doubtless, the con- 
sciousness of never having tried, by the subtlety of 
alent seduction, to inspire a passion he did not mean 
to return. If there were such a duty, every good man 
Hes at the mercy of any woman who may choose to 
supply the want of fortune and attractions, by a con- 
vement fever and delirium. The little god might 
then, with impunity, exchange his bow and his darts 
for a box of pills and a blister. 


Miss Sykes, 

Lichfield, June 30, 1795. 

This is the period of inconceivable characters, as 
well as of unexpected and prodigious events. ITie 
Thakstns is now in this city, Mademoiselle le 
^Bcwalkr D*Eon, cadiibiting, for two shillings admit- 
tance, bar sHll in the art of attack and defence with the 
jrapder. 

Mdaimholy reverse of human destiny! what m 
lanniliation mr the aide-de-camp of Marshal Broglio! 

fijp iae ambassador, during five years, firom the court 
of IVancc to that of Euana! - for the envoy to ours, and 
1^ principal pbmner and negociator of the peace of 
tTBa! - In the German war, she Kyed five years in 

a ps and mpted fields, ammst the pride, the pomp, 
of trint and dknious contest 

4 r 4. . t .A. 
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against General Elliot, and received six wounds; - and 
all this before her sex was discovered. 

I learned from herself, that a destiny so astonishing 
was not originally the result of voluntary choice. Her 
parents bred her up as a boy, to avoid losing an estate 
entailed on the heir-male. 

She seems to have a noble, independent, as well as 
intrepid mind; - and the muscular strength and acti- 
vity of her large frame at sixty-nine, are wonderful. 
She fences in the French uniform, and then appears an 
athletic, venerable, graceful man. In the female 
garb, as might be expected, she is awkwardly, though 
not vulgarly masculine. 

In three days she was to have sailed for France, by 
the order of the late unfortunate monarch, to have 
resumed her male dress, and to have taken military 
command as General, when the massacre at the 
Thuilieries, and imprisonment of the king, lamentably 
frustrated that design, and probably dropt an eternal 
curtain over her career of glory. AdieuI adieu! 

Mr. C—K 

Lichfield, July 3 1 , 1 795. 

I was disappointed that we did not meet on Wed- 
nesday, Your friend L., since I wrote to you last, has 
inspired, by some intelligence he imparted, a double 
earnestness to converse with you. Your welfare k 
dear to me,- and, in proportion as I wish your happi- 
ness, am I alarmed by that intelligence. You will 
guess that he has told me of your inclination to re- 
nounce the clerical for the military life; - theendcavour 
to promote the moral virtue and piety of a part of your 
fellow-creatures, for that of destroying them at the 
mandate of a king and his ministers. 

* F«3m tWg letter, addressed to H, F. Cary (who took her ad'i^), we 
rttay eox^ectitte that Anna was respousiblo for the first and in sotoe 
reMbects the best translatm of Dante into Eng^h. - H.F. 
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No man who, Kkc yourself, has a deeply-thibkiiw 
mind, and nicely-scrupulous conscience, ought to 
a soldiCT. The moment that he has the least doubt of 
the justice of the cause in which his country engages 
he may caU himself her defender, but his secret heart 
will tell him that he is an hireling assassin. 

So much for the employment and exertion you pant 
after during the period of war. Let us now consider 
the gravcj the contemplative, the studious, and 
lettered young man of genius, in ‘the piping time of 
peace’ and inexertion, wandering from town to town, 
TCrhaps into distant climates, mimical to health and 
me, with a set of silly, uninformed, and, because 
i^orant, insolait coxcombs, in whose, at best, frothy, 
and probably indecent and profane conversation, he 
mint at least pass the social hours of meal-time, through 
a wurse of tedious years. If no other than the meal- 
dine hours, he will be hated for shunning that inter- 
course which, to partake more largely, must, to a mind 
80 tempered, prove inexpressibly irksome. Despised 
whether he shares or shum despised and ridiculed 
,> t^e learned quiz, he will mewtabiy be, ainojngst such 

. OIL 'reinembCT'dwft’s ' jpoetic •maxiin'' of'' 

,€3satnplcs are in vain 

begets disdain.’ 

the disadvantages in the line of pro- 
that mmt aresult from your g^ng so 
' fe whidi you arc, of all 
- where your talents wiB 
whiTe .you ''wsH "U. 
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its contents, for they are the dictates of a jud^ent 
whXSdom erred! erreept from tte toentrf pre- 
valence of personal antipathy, political prejudice, or 
jealous spleen. 

A profession was necessary to you, CS— . On the 
dawn of manhood your father desired you to jchoose 
one You did choose, and were, at a considerable 
expence, educated for that chosen line: a profession 
mmt suitable to your studious disposition and classical 
inclinations; - in which your fine poetic talent, that 
dfetinguishing grace of your nature, might l^t be 
cultivated, and which it may best adorn. And now, 
that the choice has long been made, the qualuyn^ 
studies pursued, and the requisite acq^ements at- 
tained, you are disposed to renounce it for one miser- 
ably ill-calculated to every bent of your mind, every 
habit of your life, every feeling of your heart. 

You apprehend that the Hfe of a country cleprman 
will be dull and inactive; - but at 
your time, your books, your liberty, in ^ r^ec^ p^t 
as to place of residence, will be 
little to a mind rich in its resoufe^. As.a soldier you , 

winnothaveyouriiberty in any of these circumst^Wi. 

, if you dislike viUage retirement, you may hye m the: 
umveareity, take pupils, acquire hterary fame, ^ 

Xhere is another ccamderation, whim 1 

penmsdpn W enforce with^ te 
g3e bf frieiidihip - TOUT filial duty. 

Will you 1^ 
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for that profession; - after you had often felt and ex- 
pressed your conviction that it was, above every 
other, adapted to his genius, his habits, and to your 
own powers of serving him: - then, when on its verge, 
to see him recoiling, with unmanly fickleness, and 
turning aside into a path where it is totally unlikely 
that he should attain either content, distinction, or 
emolument; and in which you have no prospect of 
being able materially to assist him. 

Such I understand are Mr. C.’s convictions respect- 
ing this stiange fancy, unworthy of your understanding 
in its unsteadiness, and in its blindness to the certainly 
ensumg consequences. - What pain would such con- 
duct in a beloved son give you! 

The former part of my letter ajppeals to your reason, 
this last to your feelings. If, after having awakened 
that self-examination, which it is meant to excite, 
you can endure to persist in thus disappointing and 
grieving so kind a parent, and so worthy a man, I shall 
think I have mistaken the texture of your heart. 

‘Now, Henry, now the last reflection make, 

What you must follow - what you must forsake!’ 

And, above all, whom you must afflict! Farewell. 

Dr. Whalley, 

Lichfield, Aug. 6, 1795. 

. . . Your matchless friend has been performing 
most of her celebrated characters at Birmingham. 
The dejecting nature of my bodily sensations counter- 
acted the longings of my spirit after those sublime 
reprcsentationa of high-strui^ feelings and conflicting 
msaiojis, tfll I saw Mrs. Siddons announced for 
Kwanone, and Catherine the Shrew. I could then 
no longOT, much as I feared the exertion. She 
if possiWc, greater than ever, and I very glad 

her plumpness and healthier looks tance I 
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saw her in Lady Macbeth this time three yeais. She 
sent me a thrice kind billet after the first act: a more 
welcome one I have seldom received, for I love, as 
well as admire her infinitely. I called at her door 
next mom, but it was the day of her leaving Birming- 
ham, which made it impossible she should have leisure 
to see any person: so I left my billet of acknowledg- 
ment for her gratifying notice. On leaving the stage 
after her general curtsey, she made one to me with a 
smile of benignity, which is engraved on my heart. 
O, Mr. Whalley, what an enchanting Beatrice she is! 

The Rev. Henry White, of Lichfield, 
Barmouth, Sept. 7, 1795. 

I resume my pen, to speak to you of that enchanting 
unique, in conduct and situation, of which you have 
heard so much, though, as yet, without distinct de- 
scription. You will guess that I mean the celebrated 
ladies of Langollen Vale^, their mansion, and their 
bowers. 

By their own invitation, I drank tea with them thrice 
during the nine days of my visit to Dinbren: and, by 
their kind introduction, partook of a rural dinner, 
given by their friend, Mrs. Ormsby, amid the ruins 
of Valle-Crucis, an ancient abbey, distant a mile and 
a half firom their villa. Our party was large enough to 
fill three chaises and two phaetons. 

We find the scenery of Valle-Crucis grand, silent, 
impressive, awful. The deep repose, resultiii^ j&om 

^ The ladies of Llangollen were Lady Eleanor Butler and Sarah 
Ponsonby. As one of them was bemg forced into an objectaonaU® 
mamage, they escaped together from Ireland m 1776, bought a cottage 
in liangollcn Vale, and hved there for about fifty years, never leaving ft 
for a single night and spending their time in readnig, gardening md 
entertafeing visitors. They wore semi-mascuime attire and became one 
of the d* the age* Even the Duke of Wellmgtoa felt it necessary 

t6 round his msKtary career wth a visit to the celebrated rechises* 
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the high umbrageous mountains which rise immedi- 
ately around these ruins, solemnly harmonizes with 
their ivied arches and broken columns. Our drive 
to it from the lovely villa leads through one of the 
most picturesque parts of the peerless vale, and along 
the banks of the classic river. 

After dinner, our whole party returned to drink 
tea and coffee in that retreat, which breathes all the 
the witchery of genius, taste, and sentiment You 
remember^ Mr. Hayley’s poetic compliment to the 
sweet nainiature painter, Miers: 


‘His magic pencil, in its narrow space. 
Pours the full portion of uninjur’d grace.’ 


So may it be said of the talents and exertion which 
converted a cottage, in two acres and a half of turnip 
groimd, to a frdry-palace, amid the bowers of Calypso. 

It consists of four small apartments; the exquisite 
cleanliness of the kitchen, its utensils, and its auxiliary 
offices, vicing with the finished elegance of the gay, 
the lightsome little dining-room, as that contrasts the 
g^my, yet superior grace of the library, into which 
it opens. 


Xhis room is fitted up in the Gothic style, the door 
flTtd large sash windows of that form, and the latter 
of painted glass, ‘shedding the dim religious light’. 
Candles are seldom admitted into this apartment. - 
TEhe ingenious fiimch have invented a kmd of pris- 
matic &jtera, which occupies the whole elliptic arch 
of the Gothic door. This lantern is of cut glass, 
varfonsly colour^, enclosing two lamps with their 
jp^jflectors. The light it imparts resembles that of a 
■y^^lcnnaj sanguine and solemn. It Is assisted by two 
lajaps, that, m litde marble reservofrs, 
m the oj^posite diimncy-plcce, and tihewe supply 
’''ife pace liw; always chastiaed day«Jigh% when 
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Ac dusk of evening sables, or when night wholly in- 
volves the Aricc-lovely solitude. 

A large Eolian harp is fixed in one of the windows, 
and, when the weaAer permits them to be opened, it 
breaAes its deep tones to Ae gale, swelling and 
softening as Aat rises and falls. 

‘Ah me! what hand can touch Ae strings so fine, 

'ViAo up the lofty diapason roll 
Such sweet, such sad, such solemn airs divme, 

And let them down again into the soul!’ 

This saloon of the Minervas contains Ae finest editions, 
superbly bound, of the best authors, in prose and verse, 
which the English, Italian, and French languages 
boast, contained in neat wire cases: over them the 
portraits, in miniature, and some in larger ovals, of 
Ae favoured friends of Aese celebrated votaries to Aat 
sentiment which exalted the characters of Theseus 
and PeriAous, of David and JonaAan. 

Between Ae picture of Lady Bradford and Ae 
chimney-piece hangs a beautiml entablature, pre- 
smted to Ae laAes of Langollen Vale by h^dam 
Sillery, late Madam Genlis. It has convex miniatures 
of herself and of her pupil, Pamela; between Acm, 
pyranudally placed, a garland of flowers, copied from 
a nosegay, gathered by Lady Eleanor m her bowers, 
and pr^ented to Madam Sillery. 

The kitchen-garden is neatness itself. NeiAer thew, 
nor m Ae whme precincts, can a single weed be As- 
covered. The firmt-trees are of Ac rarest and finest 
sort, and luxuriant in Aeir produce; Ae garden-house, 
and its implements, arranged in Ae exactest order. _ 

Nor is the dairy-house, for one cow, Ae least curi- 
ouriy elegant object of Ads magic domain. A Aort 
deAivity, shadowed over wiA tall shrubs, con- 
dwasuSAAccoolandcleanrepository. Thewhiteand 
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shining utensils that contain the milk, and cream, and 
butter, are pure ‘as snows thrice bolted in the nor- 
thern blast’. In the midst, a little machine, answering 
the purpose of a chum, enables the ladies to manufac- 
ture half a poimd of butter for their own breakfast, 
with an apparatus which finishes the whole process 
without manual operation. 

The wavy and shaded gravel-walk which encircles 
this Elysium, is enriched with curious shrubs and 
flowers. It is nothing in extent, and every thing m 
grace and beauty, and in variety of foliage; its gravel 
smooth as marble. In one part of it we turn upon a 
small knoll, which overhangs a deep hollow glen. In 
its tangled bottom, a frothing brook leaps and clam- 
ours over the rough stones in its channel. A large 
spreading beech canopies the knoll, and a semilunar 
seat, beneath its boughs, admits four people. A board, 
nailed to the elm, has this inscription, 

‘O cara Selva! e Fiumicello amato!’ 

It has a fine effect to enter the little Gothic library, 
as I first entered it, at the dusk hour. 1 he prismatic 
lantern diffused a light gloomily glaring. It was 
asmted by the paler flames of the petit lamps on the 
chinmey-piece, while, through the opened windows, 
we had a darkling view of the lawn on which they look, 
the concave shrubbery of tall cypress, yews, laurels, 
lilachs; of the woody amphitheatre on the oppo- 
site hill, that seems to rise immediately behind the 
shrubbery; and of the grey barren mountain which, 
thenjust viinblc, forms the back ground. The evemng- 
star had risen above the mountain; the airy harp 
Itmdly rung to the breeze, and completed the magic of 
1h» scene. 

I You wm expect that I say ajmething of the <aa- 
themselves, beneath whose plastic wand 
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these peculiar graces arose. Lady Eleanor is of middle 
height and somewhat beyond the enAonpoint to 
nhimoness- her face round and fair, with the glow of 
FiSSiant health. She has not fine features, but they 
S^greeable; - enthusiasm in her eye, klanty mid 
benevolence in her smile. Exhaustless is her fund of 
historic and traditionary knowledp, and of 
ttiin g passing in the present eventful penod. She hm 
imcoi^ion strength and fidelity of memory; and her 
Se fo? works of imagination, particularly for 
SeL is v^ry awakened, \nd she expresses aU she 
Feels^ith an ingenuous ardour, 
soirited beings stare. I am informed that both these 

ladies read and speak most ^ ^®^^^are 

Of the Italian poets, especially of Dante, they a 

'^Ss^PmSy, somewhat SSeliiL 

slender nor othcrwisej but very § 

Easy, elegant, yet pensive, is her address and manner: 

‘Her voice, like lovers watch’d, is kind and low. 

A face rather long than round, a compleaon ck^ 

but without bloom, with a countenance w^ch^ from 

its soft melancholy, h^ Pf 1 ij and 
features are not beautiful, ^ey 
feminine. Though the 

not her lovely dimples to give "^ow^^f 

increase its sweetness, consequ^uy, he p 
eneaeing the affections. We see, through their vm 
offhfdmg reserve, ^t all the 

ments which ennch the nund of Lady Ke^or, exis , 
vSh equal powers, in this her ohaxmmg frimd. 

SuS are these extxaordmary ^ottien, who, m^ 
bosom of their deep retirement, ate sought by Ae tot 
characters of die age, both as to rank and 
preserve that retirement from too frequent mvasion, 
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they are obfiged to be somewhat coy as to acces- 


When we consider their intellectual resources, their 
energy and industry, we are not surprised to hear them 
asserting, that, though they have not once fomken 
their vale, for thirty hours successively, since they 
entered it seventeen yeare ago; yet neither the long 
summer’s day, nor winter’s night, nor weeks of im- 
prisoning snows, ever inspired one weary sensation, 
one wish of returning to that world, first abandoned 
in the bloom of youth, and which they are yet so per- 
fectly qualified to adorn. 

Travelling hither, we found the country rising into 
yet bolder and sublimer beauty on our progress - the 
mount^s more vast, and more magnificent that night 
of woods which generally clothes them; though some- 
timeis they aspire the clouds in the grey grandeur of 
b®mnness -- while nothing was ever so richly um- 
terEgeouS as the vales and the glens at their feet, intcr- 
■ spersed with meads of the freshest verdure, and wi# 
rodb that thrust their craggy points, and lift their 
lijg^ar eminences, whose sterility finely contrasts 

luxuriance of the general scttoe. The devd, 
ylrible, and drawing Ms ‘wizard wateis* in 
ight, from his rising out of the Lake Bala, 
Iocs track of beauteous .Vales, Uandymon, 
Vaife-Orucis, . and LsmgoUen, ^exteitolc)^ at 
miles. So unpropitious, however, was 
cheerless day, that it was through sMwids 
that we but in part discemm this ah- 
wfe tocath, as our road 

iitoeps which overhung it , ■ 
nigh^ that hoasml^ dlvtl 

lalny 
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were vast, but uiufomly barren, and tbe vales at tbeir 
feet had little luxuriance; but during the renmni^ 
ten mi4, that lead us to Dolgelly, romantic ^auty 
resumed all her empire, with the sublime addition of 

cataracts thund^g down t^ 
oresent of our late rams. One of them was 
ILiinent in grandeur and picturraque graw. In me 
dark recess of some immense and over-^ctong 

s«ndS®fro^m thek^deH^^^^^ 

last gave us tired ones; and I have since learned that 

^y^were stone-bUnd. A circumstance so cruel m- 
loked us in perils tb^t might have appa^ a s^er 
heart than mine. In the midway to B^ou^ mght 

overtook us. Then it was that our mi^rable hoK^ 
refused to draw on every ascent, standing ^tock^still, 
insenrible alike to the coaxing or 
driver; and this though we always ^pted, crws^ 
bn foot up every hill,_with immeh^ fatigue to me, ^d 

■ circumstance, amid 

and savage heights must we have passed the ng^ 

stuimcd wth the din of unseen torren^^^ 

S rocks above -a noise which darlmess.nmd^ 
htkrible - while mtcrvoaing seas were breal^ 
precipices on whose 

-* Fmtunatcly we met with two stout ; pewnw^ , 
. by, mir bribing high, were induced to 
' ' ''■.■^.paflcmoutb, tO'.assist-thehoi^.m dragging, 

up the hills* aud to walk between ow ho)^ 
tiJ|^x^:;,whcn-'''we.,wCT Ottryrib»?^',^l<^ 

i'wjt rsun, though the 

' ' " - ■■■ ■" * '■ ' '' — ■ ihe pad, 
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interspersed with arms of the sea, and the ocean lying 
in front, - but the veil of night concealed its chaitm 
from us, and trebled all its dangers. Ah ! how welcome 
the glimmering lights of the Barmouth windows. - It 
was eleven ere we arrived. From a projection of the 
rocks, there was no appearance of human habitation 
till we immediately descended into the town. Nothing, 
till then, could our wearied eyes discern through the 
gloom, but a vs^t ocean, howling and harbourless. 

I must not conclude my letter without observing, 
that, on my second visit to the fairy palace, a lovely 
Being cast around its apartments the soft lunar rays 
of her congenial beauty. - Mrs. Tighe, the wife of one 
of my friend’s nephews, an elegant and intelligent 
young gentleman, whom I should have observed more 
had ms wife’s beauty been less. I used the word lunar 
as characteristic of that beauty, for it is not resplen- 
dent and sunny, like Mrs. Plummer’s, but, as it were, 
shaded, though exquisite. She is scarcely two and- 
twenty- Is it not too much that Aonian inspiration 
should be added to the cestus of Venus? She left an 
eluant and accurate sonnet, addressed to Lady E, 
Butier and her friend, on leaving their enchanting 
bowers. 

tadY Cunliffe, of whom you have often heard me 
tolk with delight, was here for a day or two the be- 
ginning of the week. We met as old friends. She is 
ike same intelligent, intaresting, amiable creature 
with whom 1 passed a month so pleasantly at Buxton 
the autumn of 1784 - but eleven yearn have made 
seme havoek in her beauty; - unless the swart power 
df tibese fierce suns, exjjosed to them during several 
as she had been, in an open carriage, and the 
S* and dishabiUe of traveling, had greatly increased 
die tarnishing power of time. Sering her now, you 
say ^ was a veay fine woman; but would 
* jj^eaJy conceive how divmdy handsome she was at 
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tf,p oeriod above mentioned. Her HHes ^d roses are 
exclianeed for the unblended flush of sun-burnt l^alth. 
Si if my dear Honora, whom she then sf stnkmg^y 
^embled, had lived to this hour, she would probably 
have been as much, perhaps more, altered. It is th^e 
changes that make it so desirable to pcm^s pm- 
toes^of our lovely friends, before time shdl either f^e 
S bronze them. If, Hke my sister and Honora, they 
die young, their beauty lives, in undecaymg youth, m 
the memory of their contemporaries; but if they ^ow 
Sd we insensibly lose the distinct recmec- 

tion of what they once were, without the assistance of 

^T^bright morning has risen upon me with bett« 
health on its wings. I have accepted the very kind 
offer of Mr. Wise and his engaging daughters, ^d 
am settled in delightful apartrncntt, situate on ^ togh 
terrace, that looks immediately down upon this vast 
^ o’f animated water. I sit. writo at 
sash-window, inhaling its salubnons grfes. The ode 
is flowing up, and rolls its green waves in hght. 

What mercifully fine weather is ^ 

harvest that waves through our Ml ^ 

gracious boon of Heaven, our rulers would €«deayom 
* _ jjr xi.-. — that, of the alEcd 



tiowers, the Jingiisn wouiu, «u«. wt vaav to ^ow y^e, 
^d bid the sai^nary sword sleep m its scabbard. 

T. Whyte, Esq,,, of Dublin, 

Lichfield, Nov. 27 » 1795. 

I perfectly remember Mrs. Cibber and Mrs. jPrt- 
char^ your^ as I was when I saw them, m 
capital characters, the last sewon 
I Eave the most discriminatog re<»U«;ti<m 
dififercntexceliencics. dX 

powers; her features, though not w 

i^te and very espressive; but she uniformly ptchm h«r 

S77 ^ 
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silver voice, so sweetly plaintive, in too high a key to 
produce that endless variety of intonation with which 
Mrs. Siddons declaims. 

Mrs. Pritchard’s voice was clear, distinct, and 
various; but her figure coarse and large, nor could her 
features, plain even to hardness, at least when I saw 
them, exhibit the witchery of expression. She was a 
just and spirited actress; a more perfectly good speaker 
than her more elegant, more fascinating contemporary. 

Mrs. Siddons has all the pathos of Mrs. Gibber, with 
a thousand times more variety in its exertion; and she 
has the justness of Mrs. Pntchard; - while only Gar- 
rick’s countenance could ever vie with her’s in those 
endless shades of meaning, which almost make her 
channing voice superfluous; while the fine proportion 
and majesty of her form, and the beauty of her face, 
ec^pse the remembrance of all her less consummate 
predecessors. 


Right Hon. Lady Eleanor Butler, 

Lichfield, Dec. 9, 1795. 

My memoir of the Peak Minstrel,* and poem ad- 
dimwd to him, in the Gentleman* s Magazine tor March 
fiave had the honour to interest you and your 
,«&ir« 5 dng friend in his destiny, and suggested your 
Saquiry into his |a:esent situation. At the time that 
and poem were written, or very soon after, he 
was arikJed tor seven years, upon a salary of L.^o per 
imsjum, as nmchjnery-carpentcr in a cotton-mill, in 
Ifftadteous Mcmsaldalc, Derbyshire. Two years after. 


fiurdbJajftcd gfraduaHy, and which cost him L.30, were 
was rc&aed any compensation for 
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world to begin again. I procured a few guineas for 

‘’^'iSimtrwWch seemrf so ruinom, wiU, I 
trust prove the means of maiing Ins fortune. Hb 

Ino'm ingenuity in mechanics, his mdustry and fair 
3^ character, induced some momed people, who 
were eoing to erect a cotton-mill m that neighbour- 
hood but, alas I in a situation dreary as the 
Edeidc, to offer to admit him third partner, if he w(wld 
undertake to construct its machinery, keep it ® 
and could advance L.200 to the common-stock. An 
old godmother of his, who had boarded with his wife 
some years, and experienced from him the kindne® 
S&on, solS, for ttm 

were her sole support, and which produced lj.150. 
I lent him the remaining L.50. 
business, in the respectable statwm of 
facturer. The milC to which he belongs, stood, 
S the commercial wreck of so 
in Manchester, about two yeaw ago. All to 
miUs supply that town. A Httle before that d^gerous 
crisis, he wotc to me that he had realized a 
pounds in the concern; - a great sum for the short toe 
E had been engaged in it. I find they are now going 

“iSro? of dm MousaM^m^ to 
would not have been at fiberty to accept the ^d^- 
tageous proposals made to him. Yet, when that sad 
accident happened, he bewailed it as nunous. 

‘Oft ftom ima^ned ills our blessings flow.’ 


***** ^ 

Most of us felt the earthquake in our Htde 
gw, at the instant, knew wtot it 
those dread convtdsions of 

00 , to contort, disroot rodcSj overton iottofeto# 
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tilt oceans on the shores, as water poured from a baan, 
and swallow up whole cities, - 

‘But gently vibrate on her grassy bosom.’ 

hflSS PONSONBY, 

Lichfield, Dec. 29, 1795. 

It may be old-fashioned to send Christmas compli- 
ments; yet the wish of my heart will not be restrained 
for many, very many, happy returns of this season to 
yourself and Lady Eleanor - this season, in which, the 
divine Shakespeare tells us, 

‘The bird of dawning singeth all night long; 

No ghost can walk, no witch hath power to harm, 

So hallow’d, and so gracious is the time.’ 

I awoke at six on Christmas-day; and, on hearing the 
cocks of the neighbourhood cheerily answering each 
other, recollected that passage with thrills of delight. 
It chased the mists of slumber, so I rang for my fire 
and arose. My dressing-room windows look upon the 
cathedral area, which is a green lawn, encircled by 
prcbendal houses, and they are rough-cast. The 
gEmmer of the scene, through the dusk of a December 
morning at seven, produced the following sonnet, 
gcvraml years ago, from my pen: 

I love to rise ere breaks the tardy light, 

Winter’s pale day; and, as clear fires illume, 
And cheerfol tapers shine around the room, 
Through misty windows bend my musing s^ht 

Where, roimd the dusky lawn, the mansions white, 
With shutters clos’d, peer feintly through the 
gloom, 

That stew recedes; while yem grey «Ercs aaiume^ 
Bisiiig thdir dark pue, m added hd^t, 
i&o 



the swan of LICHFIELD 

By indistinctness given; - then to decree 
^ The rising thoughts to Heaven, ere they \mfold 
To Friendship, or the Muse; or seize 
Wisdom’s rich page! - O hours, more worth than 

^ By* whose blest use we lengthen life, and, free 
From drear decays of age, outlive the old! 


Miss Wingfield, 

Lichfield, Feb. 22, 1796. 

Your silence excited no cold suspicion of dimi^hed 
regard I am not apt to suspect, upon trivial cirram- 
Si a cSsation^f attachment which has b^n 
voluntiily avowed by characters complexioned like 

that of dear Miss Wingfield. 

Our winter is indeed mild in the extreme. My 
memory, a pretty faithful register of times and season, 

presente ml with 

when the rugged despot of the year c^ose, as now, to 
walk with a soft step, and place a vernal garland on Ins 

^^I'cannot boast of having lost my 

return upon the least incre^ed rSei^ 

ohere makes me apprehend that I am indebted ratn^ 

to this skiey-lenience, than to any great 

Si^iaint W, for having been co^ide^b|Jj« 

anndyed by it than I w^ last ^ 

seemed to feel the invisible d^ts of 

piercing through aU the shields turned 

which I tried to defend my bosom, ’^benev^ 

even for a moment, from the ip-fS broueht 

wHch, this time twelvemonth, and 
S mdMrne by one, off my fingers, have ^ to &e 

pMt three mont^, much more J ^ couch du ring 
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this ‘durance wle’ near half of the six weeks, in which 


We have balls too, but they come not thick and 
threefold like yours. I am one of the creatures that 
love not balls in general, at least such as have been 
used to at Lichfield j but I subscribed this winter, 
because I like the manner in which they are now con- 
ducted. Mrs. B. Proby, who was a Miss Gresley, does 
the honours of the evening, as Lady President, with 
grace and attention; without any foolish display of 
aristocratic partiality in her civilities, which are 
equalk, arid with the true dignity of the gentlewoman, 
«Ktendad to every lx)dy. Mr. and Mrs. Arden of Sut- 
ton, and their pretty cousin Miss Venner, come to the 
of to-morrow evening, and will be my guests. 
I idraB accompany the 


to^d have been the terrible 

^ to latter much the 

* Irihte evii, arid so frequent, that every bckly 
^ walk the str«^ Several Mople have 
‘ recoto to the knife. I hope 

resolution, and averi the dlr($t 
'.but'! toe; appi%h«}rions,'.:'^^f 
..'Eaitoqiiakes, .to terrible-' 'in!, 

'/..Who. ldtows:,|pi' 
may have given ,tis.a: tobye . 


OF 


the swan 

promise of What a vain fool must a 

did completely Sicken ^ ^ 


Excess as not to burlesque tne difficult 

^cess ^ author will find «, 

S-m^rXeater-atw in’ fortune, who 
christened his son Augustus. 

CHais.SMVx».Js^:Ap.,7_, 6 

I thought myself honour^ in ‘^'^’^“whichi 

Mitchel’s visit to me . soacious to my utmost 

though a of 

wish, breathes of ^ j^g^e oxa 

SSe wlSndiy aniversary 

Sne immemmial. w* thed^^J^^^' 

the vulgar jubilee of the t^ ^^^dancers 

are firrf enXlematie figures 

caper m the throngea sir^^ ^ caJkes, and 

3Bd OiTSltlS. 


‘And all is riot and rude merriment.* 
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young Duke. I always immure myself at home 
through that day, and my domestics leave me, to 
partake of amusements better suited to their taste 
mine. Languor and pain hung about me with in- 
capacitating influence. I wonder his Grace did not 
ask you how you could endure to write to, or converse 
with, such an antiquated dowdy. 


Thomas Parkj, Esq., 

Lichfield, May g, 1796. 

You say I have doubtless seen all the reviews that 
mention my Langollcn Vale publication. - No, in- 
deed, by no means all - nor even any by voluntary 
inquiiy. I never hunt out reviews of my own writings, 
nor 01 my favourite compositions from other pens. 
For mine, I desire not to trouble myself about what 
is just as likely to be an abuse as praise, even if I wrote 
as well as Gray. Just and well-discriminating criti- 
cism on poetry, is even more rare than original and 
beautiful poetic writing. 

I know how much the decision of reviewers affects 
the sale of a composition; - but since authors, who are 
above attempting to bribe, or in any degree influence 
them, cannot help themselves, there is no good in 
ruminating, or ever once looking at the injustice or 
stupidity of spiteful or incompetent critics. I have, 
thcreffiTe, ctmstantly desired my friends not to obtrude 
any such upon my attention. 

if my poems are of that common order which have, 
as Falstan says, a natural alacrity in sinking, the praise 
of hirding and nameless critics would not keep them 
0Jtii0ve the gulf of oblivion. If, on the contrsuy, they 
jpoBsess the buoyant property of true poetry, their feme 
be cstabished in after years, when no one will ask, 
WldHt said the revSewm? 
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Miss Ponsonby, 

The Crescent, Buxton, Aug. 7, 1796. 

My dear Madam, - Alwa)^ gratified and honoured 
by your letters, I received the last with augmented 
pleasure, by the dispersion of solicitude. That atten- 
tion which yourself and excellent Lady Eleanor are 
so good to express for my health, seduces me into the 
egotism of making it my earliest theme. I left Lich- 
field on the 24th of last month, passing three days, on 
my road hither, with Mr. and Mre. Sneyd of Belmont. 
Their scene is of romantic and noble features, moun- 
teinous and sylvan. The changed, and perhaps 
purer air, seemed instantly salutary to me; nor has 
that of Buxton been less propitious, even amidst these 
gales of ungenial chillness, that whistle through the 
arcade, and the drizzling clouds, that draw, from day 
to day, their dark trains over the mountains. 


Buxton is growing very full, notwithstanding this 
unnatural weather. I now sit writing by a good fire, 
in very commodious lodgings. My neat light parlour 
looks backwards, is on the first flight of stairs, and, 
fipom its aspect, is quiet and silent. When I close one 
of the sash-windows, that looks on the superb stables, 
which are built on the rise of the hill, above this splen- 
did, this golden half-moon, the other window shows 
me only a sloping range of bare fields, without hedge 
or tree, and intersected by stone-walls. They present 
a perfect picture of a barren country, of rudeness, 
silence, and solitude. I am gratified by meditating 
the striking contrast, when, quitting this apartment, 
half a minute conveys me into the ‘busiest hum of 
men;’ amid a crowd of old and young, grave aad 
gay, feeble and firolicksome, blighted and bloopu^, 
thftf sweep, in long trains, tk?ough the arcade; while, 
iik l&itt area of its concave, horses and horsemen 
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are prancing, and chariots and phaetons swiftly 
roll. 

Mr. Saville, 

Buxton, August 8, 1796. 

Thank you, dear friend, for your welcome letter of 
this morning - but I grieve to find that the enerva ting 
days return so often. O! that the ocean breezes and 
billows may give you strength to repel these lament- 
ably frequent invasions. I mourn, and most for your 
sake, the stiange continuance of that unnatural 
weather, which long so severely balanced the winter’s 
mildness. What would have become of the harvest, 
if the sun had persevered in his sullenness? 

I have here great plenty of very pleasant society, 
and have received flattering attentions fiom many 
interrating and elegant strangers in this motley throng; 
but dear Lady Lawley’s kindness to me, gratifies what 
I hope is a much better thing than my vanity - for my 
heart values on experience, the excellence of her under- 
standii^, the integrity of her principles, and the bene- 
volence of her heart; - and the lovely and fascinating 
Ma*. Towys of Berwick! - you know how I have admired 
and loved her, since the blended dignity and sweetness 
d her manners, the cultivation of her mind, and the 
Mlwtent sofham of her heart, fint charm<^ me, at 
ikhfidd, this time two years. 

Clertamly my acquaintance here seem to set a far 
higher value on my talente and conversation, such as 
wy are, than the lichfieldians; - but it is more than 
that novelty is the cause of this so much 
a|:pnec^th>g attention. In an intercourse so 
that to-day and will next week perhap 
• ever, the passions jealousy, envy, and iu- 
re hot time to arise, or if arisen, to gather 
by hahAt and daily nurture. The homage of 
nnem, rather begullei my reastm, 
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or counteracts my experience. I know human nature 
is everywhere, in a great degree at least, the same; that 
by frequent intercourse the value of talents, somewhat 
above the common level, i% first lessened in the estima- 
tion of every-day minds, who can so readily attain 
that intercourse; and that, when lessened, such minds 
become jealous and indignant from seeing others pay 
the tribute of respect, which is ever largely paid to 
abilities that are at all distinguished, on an early 
introduction to them, before repetition has blunted 
the appetite for intellectual emanations, or the hourly 
recurrence of conscious inferiority has created and 
nursed latent dislike. But amongst this motley group, 
I have been honoured with the notice of many peojpie 
of rank, and of others whose talents have the widest 
celebrity. I am in a society which makes me vexedly 
feel the rapid flight of those weeks, whose period must 
dose an intellectual intercourse very gratifying. I 
converse with Mr. Wilbcrforcc,^ who dwappoints no 
expectation his imputed eloquence had excited - with 
the luminous and resistless Erskine,* whose every 
sentence is oratory, whose form is graceful, whose voice 
is music, and whose eye lightens as he speaks. 

That resemblance to Mra. Fitzherbert, with which 
I have been so variously, so repeatedly flattered, vm 
observed by the polite, obHgii^, and agreeable lady 

^ Williaffi Wilberfoixe, 1759-1833, the great rfave exnaiK^palor, who 
>tart»dlifeaaagiun)aer andetuileditasai^ 
coOiviiaced of the aarruption of human nature in geaend, he hwed almhU 
ewxy partictdiir hxmm beiiig,* and was buried m Westmlnstar 


Enddiie, 1730-1833, a flumous whig advocs*«, 
hecsBBeie i:^ Hto viudtywiw 

laaiapiw, ftr wdiBe to lacri^ 
lys oeaot ^ 

. t . ... ljil. i.-v -.X. .. .1. . ^ U Sm U'r hL, 
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Harewood, last night, who has taken me to each 
assembly since I had first the honour of her notice. 

So I think I will even go to Brighton instead of 
Harrowgate, to see if I cannot rival Lady Jersey, by 
recalling former impressions, and make a certain 
personage behave better to his amiable and lovely 
wife. Would not that be a nice piece of amorous 
knight or rather knightess errantry? My autumn- 
alities would scarcely be an objection to a taste so 
partial to mellow fruit. It is a sign I am better for 
Buxton, thus to jest upon my feeble fiame, and arrogate 
to it, though but in sport, a royal conj^uest. 

A week ago, we had a sudden transition from hyber- 
nad coldness to skies of cloudless blaze. Phoebus 
shakes his fiery tresses on the rocks, and over the wide- 
stretched mountains, that girdle this vale and its 
golden Crescent. The busy little world, that swarms 
m the Arcade and its precincts, now gasp beneath a 
climate, which I should suppose somewhat resembles 
tibe description of Mulciber’s gilded palace in Pande- 
monium, The aspect of the Crescent is south-east. 
Its colonnade drinlb the morning beams, and reflects 
them back with dazzling and oppressive force. Those 
to whom the lines of Milton are familiar, might be 
inclined to exclaim, 

. . ,‘Thc torrid waUs, vaulted with fire, 

Smite on their dazzled eyes.* 

As for you, you are a salamander, and no atmos- 
phere can he too glowing - besides, you have the 
oeean breeze. Adieu! 

Mns. Prioe, 

Harrowgate, Sept, i, 1796. 

I Indebtdl to you, tny dear Madam, for a kind 
precious &om its s^pathy with my Mixipf 
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and interesting from that which it creates with 
yours. 

You know it waa my purpose to go to Harrowgate 
this summer. A rheumatic weakness, and pain in 
my ancles, induced me to try a previous residence at 
Buxton. Though I staid there a month, I am not 
sensible of much benefit in the disorder for which I 
I went thither; yet my general health must have been 
strengthened by drinking the waters and bathing, or 
I could not have supported the gay and hurrying life 
I led there. Fancying I should find myself an utter 
stranger at Buxton, how little did I divine the many 
old acquaintance I should meet, the many new ones I 
should form! Rather full when I arrived, the crowds 
soon augmented to swarming numbers. The balls to 
which I subscribed and constantly attended, were very 
brilliant. I frequently went to them in Lady Hare- 
wood’s party, once Lady Fleming, to whom I was 
introduced by my long dear and esteemed Lady 
Lawley. Lady Harewood is a second Madam^ D’En- 
clos, as to grace and agilih^ of form and fashionable 
appearance in advanced nfe. She has an extreme 
fine person, and her maimers are charming, easy, 
polite, animated, conciliating. 

Miss Mildred Lawley was the pride of the ball- 
room. Except on the opera stage, I never saw any 
woman dance half so well. Her steps, skilful and 
curiously varied, are free, bounding, and exactly re- 
sponsive to the music. She seems to tread on air ~ 
am shames the silly compliance of some of her fair 
competitora with a late absurd edict of that fool 
Fariiitm, who bids them, perhaps irrecoverably, sacri- 
fice all tihe grace of their dancing to what is called the 
j^trUge run. It gives one the idea of their legs 
tied together, and fighting in vain under their pett^ 
qoats, to escape 6x>m the awkward bondage, ben^m 
whifh the whole frame shakes as in an ague-fit. We 
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may observe to such, as we are gazing delighted on 
Miss Lawley,^ 

‘Learn the grace with which she strays, 

Thro’ the light fantastic maze!’ 

while on her open and joyous countenance, we see no 
trace of solicitude for tlie eclat of her steps. 

Mrs. Childers and I renewed the acquaintance of 
our teens, which had began at Slirewsbury, in that 
jocund morning of our youth. We have not met since. 
She was then the blooming and pretty Sally Fowler of 
Ascham. Time has trod so lightly over her fair fiice, 
and yet elegant form, as to have left few traces of de- 
predation, while naturally fine talents, and energy of 
dispodtion, did not suffer him to pass in vain over her 
mind, but snatched from his wings the stores of intel- 
lectual cultivation. Hence the charms of brilliant 
wit, of classic and historic allusion, inspirit her con- 
versation, while the fairest domestic virtues render her 
estimable. A month’s daily intercourse, and frequent 
oonMcntial tete-5i-tctcs, have made our acquaintance 
fidendship. 

The enchanting Mr. Brskine honoured me with 
; attentiomin the ball-rooms, and with ffequent 

! 'writs at my lodgings, where he often met the 
esasellent and distmgimhed Mr. Wilberforce, and Mr. 
iWiibedl^iJCc’s Mend, the ingenious Dean of CarlMe. 
jit was a triumvirate of eloquence. Thdr different 
i|j0i|ries drew forth their mutual powers, very amicably 
i^ertied. They were in my parlour the day before I 
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for accommodations, and who had replied tlmt he 
would do the best for me he could, said, when I 
arrived, that he had tried in vain - Harrowgatc was 
so full, he could not procure me even a single lodging- 
room. Thus cruelly disappointed, I had recomse 
to tho people of the Granby hotelj^ upon, 
not having written to them, I had no claim. They 
made me the same reply; but, with more humanity, 
seeing my distress, sent about to the iodging-hou^s, 
and at last, with much difficulty, ^ot for me a single 
bed-chamber, with a smaller one within for my maid, 
a quarter of a mile from their hotel, from whence I 
am to have my food sent. This room, vacant only 
fiom its meanness and inconvenience, was damp, and 
i have cansht a. violent feverish cough, and inflamnMr 
don bn my lungs, disabling me from goin§ to the 
hotel. If this disorder, to which I am sulgect, re- 
mains upon me with its usual violence and otnttr^y, 
it wffi fee me to return home vbry soon. I sl^j 
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this time exchanged the Welsh coast for Mr. Roberts’ 
sublime mountain, and have perhaps enjoyed the 
envied happiness of paying their glad duty at the 
Arcadian court of Langolien. 

Your Ladyship’s Jkind and desired letter found me 
at Harrowgate, labouring under the paroxysms of a 
fierce cough, the luckless present of damp and incon- 
venient lodgings, which the neglect of the landlord 
at the Green Dragon Hotel, and the overflowing 
crowds in all the other houses, public and private, had 
made my dernier resort. 

The morning after my arrival, finding myself much 
dia)rdered, I resigned my purpose of going to the 
Granby for my meals, determining to send for ihy 
food from thence, and trying to combat my disease 
by quiet and regularity. My apartment itself, when 
it became aired, was not uncomfortable, but tolerably 
dean, spacious, and very lightsome, from a large sash 
yrindow, which looked upon some pleasant retired 
idds; with a side view of the heathy-moor, rotuad 
wMch the three hotels, the Inittcr iodgmg-hou®^, the 
and the shops, are thiidy^^d^^ oyer 

pi-anced the horses and carriages, and waUdng 
I pftihose gay crowds that swarmed m the hotels, 
part of an house wl^ had seen bethH 

now occupied, in 

“’yby 'handicraft workmen... 

an whole week, I fived, unknowiii^ 
in my whede pr«>-' ' ■ 
^»|»,i^8peiE^iK5ed. ..;A-:total soMtadC' On.'die''^;::.' 

a Itiie world, pleased me at l>y 
by .the kisure it gave me, Hhe 
.kt'.asd ,fipo on .one ..side,, .seemed, ai. 

: - -I was very mwh 
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books with me, and also the task of making a copy for 
the press of my centenary of sonnets, and of my 
twenty-five paraphrases of the Odes of Horace. As 
the Spa was a long mile distant, I had the water 
brought me every morning in bottles. I rose at seven, 
and swallowed, at intervals of twenty minutes between 
each draught, three half pints of that superlatively 
nauseous fluid, impregnated with salt and sulphur, 
that makes it taste like putrid eggs. By the medical 
people of the place, it is prohibited during a cold; but, 
from the nature of the operation, I knew that to be 
professional and local cant, adopted for the purpose of 
detahung strangers. My cough was always softened 
by it during several ensuing hours, and it entirely 
averted those pangs in my head, ^ways, till then, 
the concomitants ofcatarria with me. 

In the periods between swallowing those odious 
potations, I walked in the pleasant solitary fields 
which my chamber windows fronted. Tfie busy 
throng of tfie circular heath, from whence the^ fields 
diyet^Cj never approached. At morn and noon; the 
sim looked silently on their pathways and hedges; a 
silenoe unbroken, except by ihe lowing of the catde 
ami the wsurble of the redbreast. 


liuch did I enjoy those placid contemplative walks 
that whirling vortex, into which, 
s^proachihg it, I glanced without one wish to ent^; 
Id the sharp and often frosty evenings, which 
!:thEhi.;'’become:-:somewhat longj'I sat -by -my loia^,;\yht' 
cWxful fire,' without .finding .them' t^Jimrs. f-/ 

ThuK was tny disorder kept at bay an whole wt^ 
during which ! did not once inquire who were the d^ 
ths^uftbed lutninanes of the busy sphere so neaet 
„ n^.psspected that it coataaned a si^le aoquainta®^* 
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Wood, wrote to express joy in the just received intelli- 
gence of my being in Harrowgate, and concern for my 
indisposition, and her intention to call upon me. The 
charm of Lady G.’s society was a temptation I could 
not reast; but, allured by the friendly offer of constant 
access to her parlour, I sacrificed that retirement, so 
necessary till the crisis of my disease was past, and 
ventured, the four ensuing days, to dine at the hotel. 
The immense crowd of the public table, the heat, the 
noise, were more than I could sustain without per- 
ceivable injury, increased by the cold walks home to 
my lodgings, at nine every evening. The afternoons 
were passed in private with Lady Glcncairn and a few 
of her friends; yet notwithstanding the intellectual 
sun which gilded that little city of refuge, as we used 
to call Lady Glencaim’s parlour, my illness increased 
rapidly, and induced a sudden resolution, the fifth 
morning of these days of gratified mind and fevered 
body, to fly, while flight should be in my power. - So 
terminated my ea^dition to Harrowgate. 

My cough and fever abated beneath the influence 
of travelling in very fine days, which shone brighdy 
upon my residence at Chesterfield. The autumnm 
fbp, heavy and dense, seem now beginning to gather. 
At j^esent, they roll away towards noon - but prob- 
aWy the sun wiU soon lose his power to dissipate them 
ana to gild the embowering shades by which I am now 
veiled; while the society of their mistress, one of the 
dide$t of my friends, has kindness and intelU|ence 
w|bich might illuminate the darkest hours of wmter. 

I have the honour to remain, dfc. 

Mr. Savelle, 

Mansfield Woodhouse, Sept. 19, 1796. 

I- I Ctod for the hitherto safe course of a jouimey 

$K)rw l^eods homewards. Ever welcome k that 
fbr pleasant are my ikmestic 
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and dear are the friends whose society gilds them. 
Yesterday evening, by six, I arrived at rural Wood- 
house, the village of acknowledged beauty, and was 
welcomed with all that energetic affection, which has 
ever marked good Mrs. Mompessan's attachment to me. 

By this time, I trust you, and your fair syren, are 
breathir^ the pure gales of oiu: friends Mr. and Mrs. 
Roberts’ sublime mountain, 

‘High towering in Langollen’s beauteous vale.’ 

I have said its air, compared to that of flatter countries, 
is as the taste of Pyrmont to common water. 01 that 
its effect may be salubrious to you, augmenting the 
benefits of coast-residence! 

When I arose, at seven this morning, the sun was 
veiled in heavy autumnal mists. By eight, they rolled 
away, and the orb looked out in golden beauty. I 
hastened to ascend the steep little lawn, that immedi- 
ately rises from the low-roofed, but pleasant old 
mansion, and at whose top commences the pretty 
shrubbery which winds, as I have before described to 
you, rmmd a field of about two acres. 

Inclined, however, to Dr. Ingenhouz’s system, I fear 
tihe whole of this scene is somewhat too luxuriantly 
embowered to make the mansion, which stands low, 
perfectly healthy, especially at this season, 

‘When the less wholesome gales of autumn blow, 
And shake the ripe fruit from the bending bough.’ 

The breath of decaying vegetables must be pemidous, 
when blending too profusdy with that of the horizon; 
but I hope I shall not perceive any bad effects ffom 
that cdrcunastance, though my lungs must be in a 
lender and irritable state, ffom the fierce cough which 
has agitated them durirg the laet three weeks. 

m 
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I passed ten days very agreeably at Chesterfield, 
with my friends Doctor and Mrs. Stokes; though my 
spirits were often painfully depressed by the conscious- 
ness of being surrounded with unhappy sufferers, who, 
in the direst of all human diseases, cancer, were 
assembled there, allured by the reputation of an 
American physician, Dr. Tcte, now resident in that 
town, having been sent for across the Atlantic by a 
Chesterfield gentleman to his beloved wife, labouring 
under its baleful influence. Dr. Tete either has, or 
pretends to have, a medical secret, of powerful efficacy 
to expel that venom from the blood; but numbers have 
died under his experiments, and all have suffered so 
severely, that I think nothing could induce me to 
become his patient, though he has dismissed some few, 
whom, with setons in the diseased part, which are to 
be kept open some months, he declares cured, and 
they countenance that declaration. I convened Bet- 
qucntly, during my stay at Chesterfield, with several 
of his patients, who seemed full of hope and depend- 
ence upon his skill, and warmly desirous of increasing 
the number of those who commit themselves to the 
power of his nostrum, merciless as it is. As for me, 
though I have found the pains resulting from my acci- 
dent, March was two years, so obstinate, and frequent 
in their recurrence, yet, at least while the regular 
physicians and surgeons declare their belief that these 
pains arc not of the dreaded nature, it would be mad- 
ness in me to rush blindly into torturing experiments, 
without faith in their power to save, and merely from 
the persuasions of boundless credulity, that, by the 
influence of hope, smiles beneath its pangs. 

On Saturday, a Mr. and Mrs. jebb, cousin of the 
present Sir Richard Jebb, and of the late amiable and 
5distjn|uiRhed Dr. John Jebb, took Mrs. Stokes and 
ntytult in thdr carriage to pay an Intemting visit to 
of Hr. Jebb, liv^ in a little Eden of his 
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own creation, some two miles from Chesterfield. 
Every tree of those woods that curtain his swelling hill, 
was planted by his own hands. If this venerable 
gentleman lives till February twelvemonth, he will 
have completed his century, and if he lives till February 
three years, he will have have lived in three centuries. 
He is the greatest wonder of intelligence so nearly 
centennial, that perhaps ever existed; for he has no 
chimeras in his brain, like the Lichfield wonder, old 
Fletcher, and his memory is perfectly sound, not only 
concermng long past, but very recent transactions. It 
is within the last year only, that his limbs are become 
too feeble to walk farther than across the room. Till 
then, he maintained the habit, which commenced on 
his retiring from business to this rural retreat, fifty 
years ago, the habit of rising at five during the spring, 
summer, and autumnal months, and, ‘with his pipe m 
his mouth, walking stoutly over his Mil, and lending 
new perfumes to the breath of the morning;’ con- 
tinuing Ms walk, when the weather permitted, near 
two hours. His teeth are all gone, and their desertion 
has impaired his utterance a little, but he is neither 
defective in sight, or hearing, in any marked degree. 

I cannot express with what an awed tenderness I 
was affected, when this very reverend personage rose, 
with mild grace, to receive me. He is a perfect Nestor 
in eloquence. ‘Madam,’ said he, ‘I am glad to see 
you. - 1 remember your father a sprightly bachelor. - 
i travelled down from London with Mm, when he 
went to take possession of the living of Eyam. He was 
a lovdy man, of a fine person and firank communicative 
spirit. Soon after that period, he married a beautiful 
yewj]^ Ltatiy, your mother. Madam. Mr. Seward, as 
you know, had travelled, and spoke admirably of the 
ctjstoina and manners of ford^ nations.’ 

t wept with pleasure at this testimony of respect, 
tiii|s lustice In my father’s memory, from a character 

m 
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thus venerable. He indulged my inquiries after the 
habits of a life protracted to that uncommon length, 
and so singularly illuminated by the duration of the 
mental powers. 

‘Madam, I was not naturally a strong man; - so 
feeble till sixteen, that my mother despaired of my 
arriving at manhood. The virulent disorder that 
fled about me, settled in my hand about that period, 
and obliged me to suffer this amputation (extending 
his left hand) of my fore-finger. After that time I had 
no violent disease, but I was never strong, never en- 
joyed robust health; - neither was I at any time guilty 
of excesses; nor eat nor drunk immoderately; abstained 
from meat suppers; went early to rest, and rose early; 
was seldom out of my bed at ten in the evening, or in 
it after five in the fine seasons, or after seven in the 
winter, and dined at two o’clock. I am glad I was 
not bom in this strange, unnatural period, in which all 
the great and wealthy, and most of the middle ranks 
of life, like their own wa’j^ better than God’s wa)^; - 
exhamt themselves by sitting up and revelling through 
the night, and enervate themselves by late, and some 
by imon-tide slumberings. Madam, they shut their 
cyai the fiush and resplendence of the day; rob 
their bodies of the streni^thening power of the early 
and fresh gales, and their minds of the pleasure of 
watching the joyous comforts, which the fresh and bright 
hours diffuse upon the animal world, that act under 
instinct. It was always my delight to see the busy 
birds coUccting their food for themselves and for their 
young, with gay industry; - to hearken to thdr songs, 
and to the iowings of the cattle at early day, and to 
imagine them hymns to God of thankfrdneira and 
praise.’ 

Here was an old man of ninety-eight! - who thus 
potonci on my cnarmea eat, though in the tremuious 
yni piping tones of second |wywion»-l tibe 
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blended oratory of an elevated imagination, and a 
feeling and pious heart. 

He told me also, that it had been his aimual custom, 
till this year, that he thought himself too infirm for 
the attempt, to take a summer’s journey, either to 
Matlock, Buxton, Cheltenham, or some of the coasts. 
‘Last year. Madam,’ continued he, ‘on the 21st of 
August, I set out for Scarborough, and there breathed 
the sea-air in my carriage, during twenty days. I 
always thought those joumies renovated my aged 
body, and the sea-air revived me last year.’ 

I asked after the quantity and the nature of his 
liquor. - ‘When I grew very old, the phyacians 
ordered me three glasses of white-wine after dinner, 
and three after supper; but of late years, I have drank 
only two after diimer, and not any after supper.’ 

‘By a physician’s order, Sir, did you lessen the 
quantity of vinous fluid at so advanced a period of 
life?’ 

‘Yes, Madam, by that of a very able physician, - 
Dr. Ejqjerience.’ 

Observe the quickness, as well as good sense of the 
reply; there could be no parrotism. - O! that it would 
please God so to lengthen your days, my friend! 

‘To age, thus melting in scarce felt decay. 

Gliding in modest innocence away.’ 

I am convinced, the sensibility and piety of your 
heart would administer similar cordials of grateful 
and happy sympathy, with the felicity \vhich results 
to instinctive creation from the bounties of ite Maker; - 
and surely such cordials are highly propitious to the 
vital powers. They are the wine of the spirit, and the 
^KSdfcation thw inspire strengthens while it stimu- 
lUtoS. No baneful lassitude succeeds thw inebriation. 
]^t I fear you will never have resolution to acquire 
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the habit of ten o’clock retreat, and of early rising, so 
essential to health, in declining life particularly. 

Bracing and restorative is the fresh morning air, 
and salutary are the slumbers which precede the mid- 
night. I wish we could all learn to live naturally ~ we 
should then live happier, better, and longer. 

Mrs. Childers, of Gantly Lodge, Yorkshire, 

Lichfield, Oct. lo, 1796. 

I AM happy, dearest Madam, in performing that 
promise, which resulted from the most animated and 
Interesting impressions. Your society was the sweetest 
spell that enchanted my residence at Buxton. It will 
influence me long, - yes, always. 

Did Mr. Erskine tell you of our accidental ren- 
counter on the Chatsworth road, half a mile jfrom 
Middleton, on the morning I left the golden Crescent, 
through which you and I so often walked together. 
I believed him in that gay throng, and he thought me 
much farther on my way to Sheffield, which I had 
forsaken to visit an old servant. After staying with 
her an hour, my wheels were retracing their wandering 
course through those lanes, where rocks and cliffs, 
covered with dwarf-wood, rise from the curving Der- 
went, that foams at their base. 

I said to my maid, - What an elegant figure is that 
gentleman approaching us, who, loitering with a book, 
now reads and now holds the volume in a dropt hand, 
to contemplate the fine views on his right! There 
seems mind in every gesture, every step; - and how 
like Mr. Erskine! 

A few seconds converted resemblance into reality. 
ASkne a mutual exclamation, the gracefiil Being smpt 
fire chaise, opened the door, and putting one loot on 
fke Step, poured all his doquence uptm a retrospect 
of 'dili hours we had passed toother at Buxton; illum- 
jhMbg, as he flatteringly said, one of those seldom 
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intervals of his busy life, in which his mind was left 
to enjoy, undisturbed, the luxury of intellectual 
intercourse. 

A sudden scheme of the preceding night to go to 
Chatsworth that day, with Mrs. and 3&iss Eiskine, and 
a large party; and they being obliged to wait at 
Middleton for some retpning horses, induced him to 
beguile the hour of waiting by that ramble, which had 
given us such an unexpected interview. 

When people have any cordiality towards each other, 
such interventions of chance are right pleasant. At 
the instant they act upon the spirits like wine; and, as 
time rolls on, their recollection gilds the mind, as 
sun-beams a placid lake. 

The weather was extremely fine on my two days 
journey to Harrowgate. You know how rich the 
prospects upon the confines of Yorkshire. Landscape 
is always exquisite in the tracks which intervene be- 
twixt the barren grandeur of a mountainous country, 
and the rankly lavish vegetation of a flat one. It 
acquires a sufficient portion of the luxuriance of the 
last, before it has lost the majesty of the former. Our 
harvest, exuberant beyond what I had ever seen, was 
in its ripe glory. The dark woods on the yet in a 
degree mountainous hills, waved over vast fields, 
whose yellow and bearded ears, undulating to the 
gales, seemed lakes of fluid amber - while in others 
already reapt, the joctmd sheaves stood like youthful 
couples marshalling for the dance; - and, on the green 
sloping uplands, the com, sown in stripes, gave me the 
idea of gold lace on the borders, and up the seams of a 
birth-night beau in the olden time, ere fashion had 
Spumed that splendid distinction. Thus did I amuse 
myself in forming fenciful resemblances for the bounty 
of Geres, seldom more wanted, and never more 
plenteous. 

At three on Saturday, we arrived at the gate of 
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Harewood Park, and found a silver kty to open it. 
The drive from thence to the house, as you probably 
well know, involves some of the most beautiful part 
of that scenery, consecrated by poetic description in 
Mason’s Elfrida. You are conscious as myself^ how 
to minds, auve to the powers of poetry - to recollection 
that glows with its recorded graces, it can inspirit the 
contemplation of those actual scenes it has described, 
and, describing, has rendered classic ground. - It is the 
poet’s triumph. That evening, the poignancy of my 
sensations rendered it eminently his, who reposes on 
his immortal laurels in the bowers of Aston. As 


Harewood’s glassy waters shone through tangled 
brakes in the glens, or, expanded into lake, slept on 


fine dramatic poem. 

You will conceive with what comparative sobriety of 
spirit I surveyed the artificial splendours of the seven- 
fc Harewood Home. Fine apart- 

have M charm for me, if i^enim has not 
IMDried the walls. One pleasing sensation rose above 
idacid level of that survey, when die graceiM 
of the Dowager Lady Harewood caught my 
had been to me on my 

abode at Buxton.^ It resembles her strongly* 
"^:the,. fiiatte^ of its' .lineaments ' and ^ colbuiii^.'> 
jPter’finm it scarcely could flatter, though it has veil^ 
the dcprMatiomof tm 

moment' heard .thtat dear' Lady Olen-/^ 
"letmrs'of bealm. finm 
a- fcw:dag«';'afl»r 

;pf lift mil me* ‘amuinmced 
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Miss Arden, 

Lichfield, Dec. 17, 1796. 

My dear Miss Arden’s letter breathes an air of hope, 
comfort, and even gaiety, that charms me. Some 
amendment in her beloved brother’s health, was, I 
know, the sun from whence those rays were imp^ed. 

By Mrs. Ibetson’s pencil, and your accurate descrip- 
tion of the scenes and society by which you are sur- 
rounded, and of the apartments you inhabit, I am, in 
imagination, completely at Greenwich. Assure your- 
selves, dear friends, that inclination will not be wanting 
to place me there in reality. 

Lichfield news! - you say you thirst for it; and want 
to know all the new attachments that dawn and ripen 
in our vicinage. As for your thirst - the well is very 
dry. It is true, we have softened the austerity of 
winter, as the sweet Akenside describes: 

V ‘Hience the loud city’s busy dirongs, 

> Urge the war^ bowl, and cheerful fire, 
Harmonious dances, festal song^, : ; 

Against the rage of Heaven conspire;’ 


neiahy combustibles for the Hymeneal torch. On re- 
home from my summer’s excursion, I found 
■^*^-'i;!||^Y7jfainily' established, in the. late Mr,.; Grove’s.:;- 
~ know not if they mean to settle ^ h(^ 
j&, they are, at least, stationary for the winfe. 
aid miKh liked. Three fashionable- you% 
, w4to seem belonging to,,- us, -much 

'aisd the |,'b^-room. Meeting 
^ia huge Oompamlesj I, can sp^ 

W; height, is 

*-|w»d®ome;, .t3ie,.iisiac*id| Mfea.Gath^dN^? tw^d. 
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being discernibly shorter than the right. Her features 
are fine, her profile perfectly Grecian, and strongly 
resembling the lovely Lady Fielding, but less beautiful, 
from great inferiority of complexion, and from the 
absence of that bloom that kindles on Lady Fielding’s 
cheek, like an orient morning of May. Miss Harriet 
B., the youngest of the thiee graces, is called extremely 
handsome. Her dark-blue eyes, of the Sii Peter Lely 
shape, with the finest possible chestnut eyc-lashes and 
eye-brows, are uncommonly lovely; then is she snowy 
fair -but also snowy pale, and with a countenance 
which strikes me as snowy cold. We look in vain for 
those sweet know-not-whats about the mouth, which, 
if they could be found, as they are found about the lips 
of Mrs. E. Sneyd, would give resistless fascination to 
the most charming eyes in the world , - but there they are 
not, in mercy to the hearts of mankind. She has an 
hereditary claim to conciliatory smiles. They render 
her father charming at sixty-five. Mrs. Burton is out 
of health, but sprightly and agreeable. 

Graceful Bob Lovelace, as you call Sir R. W — , has 
not appeared at any of our balls, nor anywhere else 
in the neighbourhood, that I hear of. You rally me 
for praising him, and ask how many franks he has 
given me. A couple, which he gave me at Buxton, 
can hardly be supposed to have bribed my partiality. 
No, his charities! - his noble behaviour to Mr. 
Ei^ddne at Buxton, and the high terms in which the 
good and devout Mrs. Price, who has known him from 
a child, speaks of him; - these things induced me to 
bc^eve that he is not a libertine ujpon principle, though 
he paid so dear for having been drawn, in early youth, 
die snares of a wanton beauty, who violated with 
Ihm her nuptial vow. Ask your darling, your truly 
tSascedlent ferother, if that fraj&ty is incompatible with 
bf heart in the male sex - where the man is 
not the seducer? 

ao4 
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You ask if I have seen Spencer’s Uonora^ with 
engravings by Lady D. Beauclerk? Lord Bagot sent 
me that charming work, so beyond all comparison 
superior to all the other translations. I have not read 
aloud less than fifty times this violent story, adorned 
by the pencil of kindred genius. I took it with me to 
Buxton; and, mentioning it to Mrs. Powy^ of Berwick, 
she engaged me to read it to a party at her house. 
Lady Scarborough, Colonel Lumley and his sisters. 
Lady Louisa, and Lady Sophia. Then Lady Lawley 
desired I would bring it to her rooms, where I was to 
drink tea next day. There I foimd Lady Harewood, 
her intelligent friend Mrs. Wood of York, and engaging 
Miss Garth of the Carleton household, with Lady 
and Miss Lawley. 

These parties talked much of this poem, and parti- 
ally represented its reader’s powers as Siddonian. 
Then one party after another petitioned to hear it, 
till there was scarce a morning in which a knot of 
eight or ten did not flock to my apartments, to be 
poetically frightened: Mr. Ersktne, Wilberforce - 
every thing that was every thing, and every thing that 
was nothing, flocked to Leonora; and here, since my 
return, the fame of this business having travelled from 
Buxton hither, the same curiosity has prevailed. Its 
terrible graces grapple minds and tastes of every com- 
plexion. Creatures that love not verses for their 
beauty, like these verses for their horrors. That 
universal passion for the horrible, must proceed from 
the mind adverting to its own situation of comparative 
security, ease, and ha|)pmess, and feeling the sense of 
comfort strongly resulting from the contrast. 

Channing Lady Donegall, and her engaging 
daughter-in-law, Lady Harriot Chichester, Lord 
Spencer, and Miss Godfrey, were desirous of hearing 
me read Leonora, and of seeing me exhibit ^e 
equestrian ghost, though, firom their intimacy with 
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Mr. Spencer, they were familiar with it, as mentioned 
by him. That party, and also the Swinfen family, 
met me and the ghost at Freeford. Nothing can ex- 
ceed the blended d%nity and sweetness of the Mar- 
chioness. It rejoiced me also to see a son of the fiist 
Lady Donegall, whom I have loved and respected, so 
amiable, pleasing, and elegant. It is to be regretted 
that he was not the first-bom of that house: he would 
do credit to rank and fortune so princely. 

The Orpheus of the English orchestra, Cramer, de- 
scended amongst us last week. On a visit to Lord 
Curzon, he loitered a few da^ in our little city, allured 
by the society of Ms friend Saville. Four of those 
evenings were devoted to music at Mr. Parker’s, Mr, 
S. Simpson’s, and twice at my house. We sat down 
twenty to supper, each night, and the parties were at 
once harmonic and convivial. NotMng could exceed 
Mr. Cramer’s amiable desire to please and obhge. 
He not oMy played overtures, solos, and quartettes, 
in the divinest manner, in concert, before supper: but 
after suppw, convulsed us all with laughing at the 
isHEiaaoibus m violin. He contrived to 

|ppe»Satu^ ft a convent of old nuns, singft« hymns 
lisft^lpidmght, with their cracked voices, and sniveiiiig 
"llil^d. Then he set the young folks to dancing, 
|layed country dances to them an whole houf! 
^ve^ to boast through life of faayii^ 
’ Cheer’s That humane soul v^t 

through the Mtter severity of 
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. . .‘For to the fever’d frame. 

The warbling strains of softest melody 
Seem but discordant harshness.’ 

I could hardly attend to Cramer’s solo, or Saville’s 
enchanting song. I have written till my fingers are 
tired, and the drowsy hour steals fast ujpn my pen. 
Long may it lead you, and your darling brother, to 
pillows of health and peace! 


Mrs. Jackson, 

Lichfield, April 17, 1797. 

It is at length given me to thank you for one of the 
most beautiful letters that ever flowed from the pen 
of genius, entendered by afiection, and dictatmg tiuth. 
Sweetly does it moralize on our ever-pleasing, ever- 
benevolent, yet altered Mr. — whose native warmthpf 
heart seems, by a strange dereEction of feeling, ah* 
sorbed in an inferior order of beingi. That a deg is a 
noble, fateful, fm must afl be ebtir 

sjaous, and deserves^^ a portion of our tenderness mid 
Gi^ji e yet, from its utter incapacity of morc^ thsin 
glimpses of rationality, there is a degree of insanityj e^ 
wcE as of impoEteness to his acquaintance, and of 
mddndnesjs to Ms friends, in lavishing so much more 
his attention in the first instance, and of aflfealtet 
the to iipon it than upon them. Justly do yo^ . 
that this is the more to be regretfc^, ‘ 

•the heart towies its sensiMEti^ just the while, 
t|]^ are all perverted; - nor h 
.,,liT^!'‘that we never lose 'm^ch 
pps, till we h»ve lost tomething 

’tiie,|KjEtehw of the 

- J. o' ! .riv-v' ,/T. v M . . >■ 
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Ah! yes, it is too true that imagination is often sub- 
stituted for feeling. Never was their difference more 
finely illustrated than by your simile for that substitu- 
tion, - ‘the double-blossom-cherry, wasting itself in 
promise.’ Mr. — ’s cold silence to me is not yet 
broken. Five minutes a-day, one month out of three, 
subtracted from the time every day passed in caressing 
his dog, would have preserved our correspondence, 
and spared my heart the conviction, that all his former 
protestations of eternal interest in me and mine, have 
melted from his remembrance, beneath the strong 
sunshine of his late prosperity. 

Right Hon. Lady Eleanor Butler, 

Lichfield, May 22, 1797, 

It gratifies me that your Ladyship shares my passion 
for surveying the living terrors of the desert. I wonder 
the sight of savage ^imals should not be as generally, 
and as much the delight of cultivated as of uncultivated 
minds. Last November, I hazarded breaking my 
limbs in ascending a booth in which they were ex- 
hibited. Mr. Saviile, who always hastens to such 
spectacles, tempted me by his description of the 
laughing Hyaena. Its expression of ra^e is a horrid 
laugh, exactly that of human insanity, only much 
buder than any human lungs are competent to pro- 
duce. Never did I hear a sound so violent and 
appalling. 

While I gaze upon these formidable creatures, my 
imagination alwa^ presents the danger of wandering 
in the scaaes they haunt: 

*What if the lion in his rage I meet; 

Oft in the dust I view his printed feet!’ 

My consciousness of safety luxuriates beneafti the 
Mure view of these sublimdy teiriMe animals, in the 
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sound of their howl and of their roar; while devout 
thankfulness for our climate’s blessed exemptions, 
exalts and sanctifies the gratulation of egotism. 

You will have the goodness, dearest Madam, to 
mention me afiectionately to Miss Ponsonby, and to 
believe that my attachment to both is fervent, equal, 
and unalterable. I remain, ^c. 

Mrs. Powys of Berwick, 

Lichfield, June 13, 1797. 

I am sure you have sympathised, sincerely as myself, 
with the alarms of the dear ladies of Langollen Vale, 
for their native Ireland, and for the many firiends and 
connections yet dear to them in that kingdom. My 
consciousness that the serenity of their delightful plan 
of life has been disturbed and wounded by these 
alarms, and by the impending dangers of England, 
increases my fruitless desire of conversing with them 
orally before this tardy and sullen summer, and the 
probably brighter hours of autumn, shall speed rapidly 
away. 

Ah! how time, as life advances, seems to accelerate 
his pace. It is true as strange, that we did not feel 
that he fled so fast, when youth and health inspirited 
his progress. Should not one suppose that pain, 
imbecility, sorrow, care, and disappointment, would 
ideally retard it? The probable reason of the reverse- 
feet, which has, till now, appeared to me ^ insolvable 
em^a, this instant occurs to my reflections, thus: - 
nothing makes time appear so long as expectation, 
whetiicr pleasurable or painful. Youth is full of ex- 
pectations; is always pressing forward. To its ardent 
eyes the futtire, like the distant jsarts of the field on 
which we walk, seems covered with flowers, and we 
are impatient to attain it. Declining life leans upon 
the present, arwl pensively luxuriates on the pleasures, 
such as tney were, of the past. Experience has 
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wintered the aspect of the future, and w'e rather fear 
than long for its arrival. Our reflection, how small 
the portion of existence which remains to us, renders 
the departure of years, months, even days, a subject 
of regret, inspired by the natural love of life, - life 
which, like a snow-ball, 

‘The closer grasp’d, the faster melts away.* 

Thus lime seems to creep w'hcn w’e wish it should fly, 
and flies when we would retard its progress: 

‘Time, to the young, behind him hides his wings, 
And seems to creep, decrepit with his age. 

Behold him when past by! - What then is seen 
But his broad pinions, swifter than the wind?’ 


Mrs. Stokes, 

iichficld, June 15, 1797. 

I should have written to you sooner, but you know 
how short and contracted is my epistolary leisure. 
Lichfield is so vast a thoroughfare, that I wish my 
distant fiiends and acquaintance would be less ready 
to give notes and letters of recommendation, except 
in cases of particular attachment, or from Ac con- 
scioumess that the individuals who apply for them, 
poffiess Ac species of talents which would recompense 
Ae suspension of perhap pressing employment, and 
gratii^ more Aan Ae fnvolous curiosity of those who 
sedk introduction. Let it be remembered, that Ae 
conveisatioE of a stranger, wiAout literary taste in 
some degree congenial to our own, must be much less 
plpsant than Aat of a neighbour, whose powers of 
ipaiiid may yet be on no higher ground of intellect: 
Wicie wiA tne latteri Ae little events of Ae town and 
eiwittttw* prove sources of muAal aanmunicaion, 
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which are often in some degree interesting, where no 
feast of reason or flow of soifl can be expected. 

Mrs. Taylor^ and her eldest daughter are become in- 
habitants of our city. She had given me no previous 
intimation of such a design. Mr. and Mrs. Zachary 
were with me up stairs in my book-room on Tuesday 
se’ennight, when, at eight o’clock in the evening, my 
servant came in to say a stranger-lady was below, who 
wished to see me alone. Going down stairs to attend 
her, I met Mr. Saville in the gallery, who whispered 
as he passed me — ‘Mrs. Taylor, or I am much mis- 
taken.’ This was a mere presentiment, inspired by 
her appearance - and it prepared me for the possi- 
bility. Though in the wane of beauty, a figure finely 
proportioned, with an air of fashion and elegance; 
features that had evidently been lovely, and are still 
pleasing, with a very animated countenance, accosted 
me thus: ‘At this instant the vision of mylifeis realized.’ 
Such an address seemed to fulfil the Savilian prophecy, 
and I scrupled not to reply - ‘Mrs. Taylor, I am sure.’ 
In a few minutes I persuaded her to join my party up 
stairs. She interested your brother and sister ex- 
tremely. 

I waited upon her the next day. On my requesting 
to see herself and Miss Taylor to pass an early day at 
my house, she said her daughter was ill in bed, but 
when she was well enough to come out, or to be left, 
she would accept my invitation. - She did so, and we 
have since been frequently together. Miss Taylor is 
about sixteen, not handsome, but very accomplished 
both in music and painting, with aU the reserve and 
serious modesty of her father. Colonel Taylor’s char- 
acter. As Mrs. Taylor has been her almost sole in- 
structor, her acquirements, and the politeness of her 
manners, do the highest credit to that Lady’s maternal 
attentions. Her younger sister is at school, and I am 

^ See page i8. 
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told has an exquisite voice, and sings very finely. 
This young Lady only plays on the harpsichord and 
piano-forte - but with such fancy and brilliance, 
rapidity of touch, and neatness of execution, as few 
attain at any period of hfe, out of the profession pale, 
Mrs. Taylor was educated in Paris, and lived there 
till she married. The gaiety of French manners still 
prevails in her appearance and conversation, over all 
the infelicities of her destiny. Many of her dearest 
friends, and some of her relations, have been the victim 
of that infernal guillotine; - while all her own talents 
and accomplishments are wasted upon a cold and pre- 
possessed ingrate, whose very virtues, by exciting her 
esteem, have embittered her regrets; - and her darling 
and gallant son is unfortunate, through a taste for 
espcnce, which has embarrassed them all. Her 
hc^th is also impaired, and her mind assaulted by 
apprehensions of that dire bosom-discasc, which I had 
the misery of dreading during more than two years! - 
Ah! what evils! But she describes these complicated 
sorrows without the least corresponding dejection of 
countenance. 

New intimacies with people residing in this place 
are not dedrable to me. Ifl do not pass much more 
time than I can conveniently spare with this Lady, 
who professes such hyperbole of attachment to me, 
who declares my society to be the mM^iet which had 
allured her hither, I know the horror I have of appear- 
ing ungrateful wiU give a continual sense of dejection 
to my spirits. 

You had not seen White’s anecdotes of me in the 
Monihlj Miffor last winter, when you adjured me to 
write my life. I do not wish to say more of myself 
than is there smd, and 1 am sure I do not know how to 
it better. My long habit of transcribing into a 
<!v«ry letter of my own which appears to me worth 
aHenrion of the pubHc, omimt^ the passages 
nst 
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which are totally without interest for any one but 
those to whom they are addressed, has already filled 
several volumes. After my death, at least, if not in 
my lifetime, it is my design that they shall be published. 
They will faithfully reflect the unimportant events of 
my life, rendered in some degree interesting, from 
being animated by the present-time sentiments and 
feelings of my heart - at least more interesting than a 
narrative of past occurrences could possibly prove. 
To sit formally down to such a task of egotism, would 
extremely revolt my sensations - and, were I inclined 
to undertake it, I have absolutely no time. 

Saville, without receding an atom from his 
ministerial idolatry, is grown quite attached to the 
amiable French officers, now captives in our city. 
Their conversation is not calculated to enamour us of 
democratic government. I think it is plainly to be 
perceived they wish it had never taken place. They 
do not absolutely say so, but when liberty, as it is 
called, is the theme, they sigh and shake their heads, 
as conscious that yet it has produced no solid good 
comforts in France. 


Mrs. Childers, 

Hoyle Lake, Aug. i6, 1797. 

The recurrence of new disease induced me to court 
the smiles of Hygeia on these amber sands and verdant 
downs. A poem in my late publication bears the 
name of this scene, Hoyle Lake, and the landscape of 
its singular and smiling graces is faithful. I wish you, 
at this jimcturc, to honour it with an attentive perusal, 
if the little miscellany, which contains it, is on your 
book-shdves. It will enable yom lively imagination 
to receive the scene, as firom the paicil; and your 
regard for the author, will make you pleased ideally 
to wander with her over the turfy, the level, and 
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verdant plain, stretching wide round the hotel, and 
along the firm and sparkling sands, 

‘Where, tossing the green sea-wced o’er and o’er, 

Creeps the hush’d oillow on the shelly shore.’^ 

The apartments of this recently built hotel are airy, 
light, and pleasant, with spacious sash-windows, 
through which the eye always rests on verdure. A 
spirit of comfort and cleanliness presides here, rarely 
found in crowded hotels. 

I arrived on the third of this month. Wc have 
several genteel and well-bred people, - a considerable 
^rtion of female youth and beauty, - young men of 
fortune and fashion to sing and dance with them; - 
yet is there little for the mind - little for which I could 
desire to change my lonely musings, as, leaning on 
my maid’s arm, I rove, several times in every day, the 
soft green downs, whose lawny evenness is so favour- 
able to feeble steps, and inhale the purest air imagin- 
able, ‘that blows from off yon beaked promontory,’* 
over the ever-restless, ever-renovated waters; or, des- 
cending to their ed^c, listen to their murmurings, 
and ponder their terrific powers, now hushed in calm 
and simny suspension, while I recal the images of days 
and of forms mat arc fled. 

Ah! it must be mind more raised above the common 
level, than we can hope to meet with often, that could 
tanpt me to resign these pensive luxuries. At meals, 
and in the dude evening hours, to join the company in 
circles of common-place (xmversation, or at the card- 
tsfolc, affords all the society that mere cheerfiilness 
and good-breeding can induce me to wish for, with 
so little known. 

On the fith arrived the foir frail Margravina of 

« atite** poem ‘LotdHi*. 
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Ampach, attended only by domestics. The pride 
of virtue seemed prodi^ously to alarm our ladies about 
the manner in which it womd be proper to treat her; 
or whether they were to receive or decline her civili- 
ties, should they be offered; but the consultations 
proved needless, - she has lived wholly in private. 
I have seen her only once - it was on the stairs. On 
my stopping to give her way, a radiant smile of con- 
ciliation beamed from her eye and lip. I sighed to 
think that the heart, whose effluence that engaging 
smile seemed to be, could ever have been libertine. 


My letter was began some days ago. Indispensable 
demands upon my pen prevented its being finished 
till to-day, nearly as it had approached its limits. 
Meantime our hotel has become much more crowded, 
without becoming more pleasant. Aristocratic pride 
produces much impoliteness; and with the devotees of 
an ambition so unsocial, and so grovelling, my spirit 
can have no sympathy; - but walks of interestiag 
contemplation, a forte-piano which I have hired and 
placed in my apartment, my books, and my pen, avert 
ennui from my retirements, and prevent me from per- 
ceiving myself in the number of those who hail the 
lapse of time, and rejoice in the death of the day. 
Adieu! 


Colonel Dowdeswell, of Shrewsbury, 

Lichfield, Nov, 30, 1797. 

During the last ten months, eighty French prisoners 
have leaded in Lichfield, with the wisest quietness - 
with the most uncomplaining patience. On their 
first arrival, and indeed long afterwards, the)^ could 
not pass our streets without being brutally reviled by 
our populace; but they reviled not again. Though 
several of the officers were men of gr^eful mmmers 
and enlightened minds, yet by no family of this city, 
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mine and the Simpsons excepted, were they in the 
smallest degree noticed. So little impression did 
compassion for their fate, or the involuntary testimony 
that could not be withheld to their unoffending 
manners, make upon the indurated hearts of our 
affluent gentry. The Simpson family and myself 
strove to cheer, by kindness and a little hospitable 
attention, the bitter hours of their exile. 

On Monday a sad edict arrived from our govern- 
ment, which sent them away the next morning on foot, 
and under a convoy of cavalry, beneath these severely 
wintry skies, to pass the freezing nights of their cruel 
journey on coverless straw; and, on its close, to find 
themselves in an unwholesome jail at Liverpool, 
destitute of all the comforts of existence. This dire 
lot is undoubtedly that of many of our own officers, 
nursed in the lap of ease and luxury. 

O! this horrid, this remoiseless war! 

Mrs. Gell, 

Lichfield, Dec. 3, 1797. 

I have lately suffered, during a week, all I undcr- 
wmt in the summer, from a severe return of my 
hemorrhage. My appearance became again a rival 
i^pectacle of horror to ‘the blood-bolterm Banquo,* 
whose viability the silly foppery of modem relSnement 
has banished from the stage, to the great injury of 
tJje noblest tragedy in the world. Absurd! ~ that our 
fbdiim, which tolerate scenic witches, should be re- 
vttitTO % the sight of a scenic ghost. 

Do you not jdty me? - think of awakening from 
slumber, with streams of blood runmm 
down my throat, and threatenix^ suffocation, tiu 
m my starting im, they found a less fatal channdl, and 
my piuow! You will ccmccivc that such 
by the gimpses of the moon, made the 
1 but wbUel have bled, dmr Mrs. Hayley 
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has died! I midentood that she had obtained the 
pleasure of your acquaintance. We met at Derby last 
spring. She then appeared in the strongest possible 
health. Never was there a firmer constitution. I 
have not known her to complain of bodily indisposi- 
tion. She had a Gallic gaiety of spirit, which the 
infelicities of her destiny could but transiently, how- 
ever _ violently, impede. The short paroxysm of 
anguish passed, the tide of vivacity returned, and bore 
down every thing before it. 

Nature, after striking off this one singularly char- 
acteristic impression, broke the mould in which she 
made Mrs. Hayley. 

Fire in her affections, frost in her sensations, she 
shrunk from the caresses even of the husband she 
adored. Hence, while she had a morbid degree of 
tenaciousness respecting his esteem and attention, she 
was incapable of personal jealousy; and would amuse 
herself with the idea of those circumstances, with which 
she could so perfectly well dispense, being engrossed 
by another. 

Alike during the years of their union, and in those 
of their separation, she gloried in the talents of her 
bard, as she med to call Mr. H., and delighted to 
praise his virtues, perpetually producing specimens of 
the first, and giving instances of the latter. 

While her heart was warmly attached to the many 
whom she believed her Mends - for to wish and to 
believe were twin feelings with IVM. H. - while she 
could not bear, without visible pain and ardent vin- 
dication, the s%htest word which had a tendency to 
question thdu pretensions to talent and virtue; yet, 
respecting strangers, or acquaintance that did not 
interest her, she had a quick sense of the ridiculous, 
which produced very pointed satire; - but, never tired 
of placing an absurd speech, or mean action, in new 
lights of ludicrous csmibition, the fertility of her 
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imagination counteracted the fine edge of her wit, 
worked lier theme thread-bare, and fatigued her 
auditors. 

With sportive fancy; with no inconsiderable portion 
of belles-lettres knowledge; with polite address, and 
an harmonious voice in speaking, and with the grace 
of correct and eloquent language; with rectitude of 
principles, unsuspecting frankness of heart, and ex- 
treme good humour; she w’as, strange to sayl not agree- 
able, at least not permanently agreeable. The un- 
remitting attention her manner of conversing seemed 
to claim; her singular laugh, frerjiient and excessive, 
past all proportion to its cause, overwhelmed, wearied, 
and oppressed even those who were most attached to 
her; who felt her worth, and pitied her banishment 
iBrom the man on whom she doated - in whose fame 
she triumphed, tenacious of its claims, even to the 
most irritable soreness. Yet her rage for society, and 
excessive love of talking, were so ill calculated to the 
inclinations and habits of a studious recluse, as to 
render their living together inconsistent with the peace 
of either. However, while their separation was the 
quiet haven of his spirit, it was, unfortunately, a source 
of pain and mortification to her, though they, by no 
means, in thdir degree, amounted to the portion of 
discontent, which resulted from partaking his solitude. 
But Mrs. H. had not, any more than our prime 
mimstar, that true wisdom which balances evils, and 
chooses the least. 

Her unhappiness in the disunion, came on by sudden 
violences of sensation, like the grief of the Otaheiteans, 
who, when the thought of a Tost friend occurs, start 
into agony, shridk, and wound themselves, and then, 
m hwBamy reowamg, laugh, sing, and dance. 

I am extremely curious to know how and why she 
m the event, idmply announced in the news- 
Is still know* if her intimtkmsdly blameless 
ai6 
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spirit slid out of existence by any of those countlm 
doors which diseases and accidents open, her death 
will relieve Mr. H.’s mind from much anxiety, occa- 
sioned by her total want of common-life discretion, 
and of economy; - yet had she no personal extrava- 
gancies, though a separate maintenance, with her 
thoughtless disregard of pecuniary calculation, proved 
inconvenient to the but competent limits of her hus- 
band’s income, and to the expence of keeping up his 
beautiful place, and its pleasure-groimds, to which he 
is enthusiastically attached. About a month ago, I 
heard, from a person to whom he had mentioned his 
intention, that he had determined to leave Eartham, 
through motives of prudence. Soon after I read her 
decease in the newspapers, I hope there was no self- 
violence;^ but her strong health, the extreme, though 
transient bitterness with which she felt every new 
mortification, would prevent my being surprised, if 
information that her expences were likely to banish 
Mr. H. from his beloved home, had produced a rash- 
ness. Alas! should it be so, Mr. H.’s quiet will have 
received a cureless wound. If not, he will be the 
happier for this removal. 

A flooded valley, beneath the cloudy lour of a win^ 
moon, is one of those terrible graces in scenery, which 
the survey of danger, and the consciousness of protec- 
tion, always form to people of strong imagination. I 
gaze with pleasing awe on the swoln, the extravagant, 
and usmping waters, as they roll over the fields, and, 
white with turbid foam, beat against the bushes. 

This solemn luxury I can seldom taste, not having 
ccoporal power to seek abroad such scenes in the in- 
clement nights which produce them; for of even the 

* * Ite author, sooa after the date of this letter, had the satirfacdon of 

ieanur^ that Mrs. H. died of an epidemic fever, and that her fears of 
self-vioicnce in the case had no foundaticai. - A.S. 
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vernal and summer flood, miry ways are cx)ncomitantj 
and to feeble steps they are formidable; - but I have 
been in situations like yours, when my mind could 
thus luxuriate in the prospect of scenic desolation, un- 
purchased by fatigue, difficulty, or danger. 

Here is a long letter; I hope it will not substitute the 
real sin of wearying, for the imaginary one of neglect- 
ing you. Farewell. 

Thos. Park, Esq,., 

Lichfield, Dec. 21, 1797. 

Very kind is your wish of consulting one of your 
London physicians on ray case; but I have more con- 
fidence in those who have been long used to my con- 
stitution, and of whose skill I think highly: 

‘My May of fife 

Is fallen into the sear, the yellow leaf.’ 

And many are the disorders which annoy its wane. 
The rheumatism which, in a less degree, has long 
lurked in my frame, and weakcnpl my limte, lately 
settled, with accumulated force, in the sciatic nerve 
of my right hip. During three or four days, I coffid 
not set my foot to the ground, witliout insuppressive 
screams, and the assistance of two people. ^ I have 
used, several times a-day, as an embrocation, ffie 
pretended essence of mustard, to the efficacy of which 
there is such lavish testimony in the nevrapapers. I 
say preUnded) because my surgeon and we are ail con- 
vinced, that it does not contain a single grain of 
mustai^, and is merely oil of turpentine tinged^ with 
saffitott or something of that colour. Yet 1 think it 
has b«*m of use to me, and, therefore, what it is matters 
Htde. 

Kjbv. H. F. Cary, 

Lichfield, March 17^. 

% your Coleridge, and have purchased one 

am 



THE SWAK OF LICHFIELD 

myself. It would disgrace a poetic reader not to have 
him on their shelves. His ideas are bold, beautiful, 
and original. He is no cold copyist - Nature is the 
exhaustless volume he unclasps. In his style, perhap^ 
simpHcity some times degenerates into a too stuped 
homeliness of phrase; and he does not, m his blank 
verse, float the pause so gracefiilly as he might. From 
the latitude I have heard attributed to his morals, it 
surprised me to find his writings so deeply tinged with 
religious enthusiasm. Either he is a methodistj or an 
hypocrite. I hope it is the former. 

Coleridge’s Ode on the deparfng Year, which, 
reading in the newspapers, I had dislied as turgid 
and obscure, is so much changed m this volume, ^ 
to impress me with a conviction of its bemg one ot the 
grandest odes in our language. Such odes are the 
Wdest, noblest boast of poetry, after tbe epics of 
Homer and Milton, and the drai^ of Shakes^are. 
But, to return to the Ode on the departing Year. 
In this edition, its ideas are become lui^ous, as they 
were bold, and it has received very fine additions. 
So will it ever be, when true gemus devot^ its powers 
to correcting at leisure its hasty and crude essays. 

Rev. F.Jauncey, 

Lichfield, March 13, 1798; 

You clergymen, who ought to have exhorted p^i& 
measures, ilvt been deeply to blame m your contt^ 
conduct; and if the dreadful 
whose vengeance we have provoked, should 

tionize this unhappy ^untry, ^e^ ^i^iurations 

first to feel the dire effects of Aeir 

This, once for ail, is my pohucal 

able to change your opinion, nor c^ you alter ^e. 

Eruitiess, thi-efore, is it to make ^e 

don of these kingdoms a farther theme m our letters. 
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A few of those I best iove think with you. I do not 
love them the less, though I wonder more and more at 
their infatuation. 

You will expect a little Lichfield news. Louisa G., 
the elegant, the witty, the eccentric, the agreeable, is 
going to marry her clerical kinsman and namesake; 
of silence so inflexible and solemn. These contraries 
in choice arc not uncommon - perhaps they are not 
unwise. Edgeworth used to say of two brilliant spirits 
of different sexes, Tf that man and woman were to 
many, they would skim the moon.’ One domestic 
sphere would probably be too narrow to contain com- 
fortably a couple of moon-skimmers. Adio! 

The Right Hon. Lady Eleanor Butler, and Miss 

PONSONBY, 

Lichfield, April 24, 1798. 

This day a summer’s sun warmly gilds the fields, the 

f ardens, and the groves, now diffusing fragrance, and 
ursting into bloom. Fr«h and undulating breezes 
from the east lured me into my drawing-room, having 
placed in its lifted sash the .Eolian harp. It is, at this 
instant, warbling through all the varieties of the har- 
monic chords. This apartment looks upon a small 
lawn, gently sloping upwards. Till this spring, it 
was shrubbery to the edge of the grassy terrace on its 
summit; but I have lately covered it with a fine turf, 
sprinkl*^ with cypresses, junipers, and laurels. It is 
hordered on the right hand by tall laburnums, lilachs, 
and trees of the Gelder rose, 

. , , ‘throwing up, mid trees of darker leaf, 

Its silver globes, light as the foamy surf. 

Which the wind severs from tie broken wave/ 

this Etde lawny elevation, the wall which 
28 » 



THE SWAN OF LICHFIELD 

divides its terrace from the sweet valley it overlooks, 
is not visible. These windows command the loveliest 
part of that valley, and only its first field is concealed 
by the sloping swell of the foreground. The vale is 
scarcely half a mile across, bounded, basin-like, by a 
semicircle of gentle hills, luxuriantly foliaged. There 
is a lake in its bosom, and a venerable old church, with 
its grey and moss-grown tower on the water’s edge. 
Left of that old church, on the rising ground beyond, 
stands an elegant villa, half shrouded in its groves; 
- and, to the right below, on the bank of the lake, 
another villa with its gardens. The as yet azure 
waters are but little intercepted by the immense and 
very ancient willow that stands opposite these windows 
in the middle of the vale; that willow, whose height 
and dimensions are the wonder of naturalists. The 
centre of the lake gleams through its wide-spread 
branches, and it appears on each side like a consider- 
able river, from its boundaries being concealed. On 
the right, one of our streets runs from the town to the 
water, interspersed with trees and gardens. It looks 
like an umbraged village, and is all we see from hence 
of the city, so that nothing can be more quiet and rural 
than the landscape. It is less beautiful in summer 
than in spring, from the weeds that sprout up in the 
lake, and from the set which partially creeps upon its 
surface. 

In my youth, it was always clear -but it is smd 
that, some fifteen years back, two of our gormandizing 
aldermen took a boat and sowed it with water-lilies, 
to preserve the fish. The mischief is irreparable, 
since the cleansing it receives every autunm only pro- 
cures transparence till the sun of middle summer en- 
ables the deep-rooted weeds to defy the scythe and the 
shovel. 

«»»• #♦♦♦•• 

What lovely weather! - Our valley is bureting into 
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bloom, and the fruit trees of a large public garden in 
one part of it, now in full blossom, presents a grove of 
silver, amidst the lively and tender green of the fields 
and hedge-rows. Alas! the melancholy of the appre- 
hensive heart h rather increased than abated by this 
vernal luxury. It seems but as gay garlands on the 
neck of a victim. - In every frame of mind, I remain, 
dearest ladies, &c. 

Right Hon. Lady Eibanor Butler, 

Lichfield, June 4, 1798- 

SiNCE I had the honour and happiness to hear 
from your Ladyship and Miss Ponsonby, I fear your 
mutual peace has again been cruelly annoyed by the 
struggles of rebellion in your native country, rallying 
her dark forces. H appily, however, they meet nothing 
but defeat. The opinion seems very general, that ere 
long they will be finally subdued. May it prove so! - 
for if Ireland should fall into the power of France, a 
similar fate for this country cannot be distant. May 
the attempt to overthrow constitutional government 
in Ireland be such as to blast the hopes, and wither 
the exertions of those in our own nation, who suffer 
thdr just indignation against the cabinet-council of 
Lemdon to pass the bounds of reason and humanity, 
who are endeavouring to establish the tyranny of 
democratic sway in these dominiom, though they 
perceive the lawless oppre^ion it has produced in 
France, where extent of Empire presents no compen- 
sation mr the slavery under which her people groan. 

t hope to Heaven, that the force from England, 
itet^Miary to quell Irish insurrection, will not e^aust 
OUT means of adequate protection, should the dmper- 
ahs French effect thdr invading purpose. If they 
mth escape <m fleets, doubtless mean to m ake a 
on both countries at the same, or nearly the 
period* Obmibaing fimting in Ireland, the sfliH 
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chief to US of the disaffection, there would indeed be 
terrible. I have always foreseen the consequence of 
provoking the majority of that nation, by the recal of 
Lord Fitzwilliam, and by the rejection of his concilia- 
tory plan. That was the period, never perhaps again 
to recur, in which, granting to the Catholics equal 
privileges with the Protestants, would have softened 
the jealous and embittered spirit of a long-oppressed, a 
brave, but, when roused into resistance, a fierce, a 
rash, a cruel people; - would have united them, heart 
and hand with England, against the common foe, the 
tyrant of Europe. 

Our private friends are ever first and oftenest in our 
thoughts, beneath the lour of national calamity. I 
peruse and hear every syllable of Irish news with Lady 
Eleanor and Miss Ponsonby’s image before my eyes, 
and every hope and fear on the subject passes through 
the medium of my sympathy with their feelings; 
especially since I learnt that their fortunes, as well as 
anxieties, from connections, are at state in the con- 
flict. My solicitude then became poignant indeed, in 
despite of every human probability, that, however the 
storm of rebellion may yet again gather and regather, 
ere its final dispersion, yet, if the French can be kept 
from those coasts, it will never be able to sink your 
hopes and your independence in the ‘dire vortex of 
French dominion’. 

What a mischievous madman has Lord E. Fitz- 
gerald proved! You have deplored the fate of his 
gentle, his accomplished Adelaide - hard, indeed, if 
she loves the rash one, who hath trod the dark patlw 
of her fadier’s destruction. He will meet from this 
government, which he has deserted, an equal and an 
earlier fate. It will anticipate the destiny which 
he would doubtless have met from the French, had 
they, by his means, and those of his kindred spirits, 
drawn Ireland within the grasp of their power. 
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‘Thus deadly Atropus, with fatal shears. 

Slits the thin promise of th’ expected years, 
While, ’mid the dungeon’s gloom, and battle’s din. 
Ambition’s victims perish as they spin.’ 

I am excessively gratified, that you think dear 
Honora lovely; that you honour her with a situation 
so distinguished. Every line in that engraving’ bears 
her stamp and image, except those which, in a luckless 
moment, combined to attach the foot of a plough-boy 
to a foim in every other point so beautiful. All the 
obligation of her establishment in the Lyceum of 
Langollen Vale is on my side. How could dear Miss 
Ponsonby speak of it as on yours and her own! I 
would cheerfully have given treble the cost of this 
engraving, for the consciousness that the similitude 
of the fair idol of my affections is thus enshrined. 

Honora Sneyd, after she became Mrs. Edgeworth, 
sat to Smart, at that time a celebrated miniature- 
painter. He totally missed the likeness, which Major 
Andr^ had, from his then inexperience in the art, so 
faintly, and with so little justice to her beauty, caught. 
Romney accidentally, and without having ever beheld 
her, produced it completely. Yes, he drew, to repre- 
sent the Serena of the Triumphs of Temper, his own 
abstract idea of perfect loveliness, and the form and 
the face of Honora Sneyd rose beneath his pencil. 

Few circumstances have proved so fortunate for the 
indulgence of my heart as this accidental resemblance. 
A fortnight since, according to my annual custom, I 
removed it from ray sitting-room below stairs, of 
western aspect, to little embowered book-room, 
into whose northern window the sun never looks in his 
ardour, though it catches partially, in summer, the 
golden glances of his evening beams. Thus is this 

* Rmcoey’s iilctnre dt S«tena reading by caodte^^t. - AJS. 
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beauteous resemblance my constant companion, and 
conMbutes to endear, as the bright reality endeared, 
in times long past, this pleasant mansion to my affec- 
tions; - and thus, whenever I lift my eyes from my 
pen, my book, or the faces of my companions, they 
anchor on that countenance, which was the sun of my 
youthful horizon. Another striking likeness of my 
lost Honora, in a paper shade, taken when she was 
seventeen, stands opposite my bed, and has stood there 
from the time she left this house, in her nineteenth 
year. Thus are those dear lineaments ever present 
to ray sight, when I am beneath this roof, alike in the 
hours of energy and of repose, retouching the traits 
of memory, over which indistinctness is apt to steal, 
in consequence of perpetual and too intense recur- 
rence. But for such aptness, pictures of those we love 
would be of little value. 

Those oppressive rheumatic pains in my loins, my 
back, and knees, which are gradually stealing away 
all the strength of my frame, oblige me to think of 
trying Buxton again - and the state exactions prevent 
my income from allowing me to take two jouxnies this 
year. The cordial assurance you give me of your 
mutual wishes to see me in your Eden, ere the bright 
months pass away, stimulates my, alas! fruitless wishes 
to find myself in that dear adorned retirement. I 
rejoice that your beloved Miss Bowdler will soon visit 
it daily. Her society will often steal your thoughts 
from the lurid clouds that darken your native land. 
Hawy for me if those imperious circumstances, which 
so often deride our free agency, would permit my join- 
interesting party. 

S ves me pleasure that you meditate for Mr. 

y, should he revisit your neighbourhood, a 
recompence for having coldly repressed the aspiration 
of his hope to have been received at LangoHen. He 
has talents and virtues that merit this recompence - 
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and it will increase your wish of extending it, to know 
that his peace is blighted by the base ingratitude and 
infamous unchastity of the child of his cares, whom 
nature had endowed and adorned with lavish pro- 
fusion, both as to beauty and genius, and whose talents 
his exertions had cultivated to the most dazzling 
extent. Often does he exclaim with Sciolto, 

‘O! when I think what pleasure I took in thee, 

What joy thou gav’st me in thy prattling infancy, 
Thy sprightly wit and early blooming beauty! - 
I thought the day too short to gaze upon thee, 

Why didst thou turn to folly, then, and cinse me?’ 

This cruel disappointment has changed him much - 
has lamentably chilled the glow of his warm and 
generous mind, respecting the effusions of genius and 
flic attainment of art. He ceases also to delight in 
corresponding with his distant friends. It is long 
since I heard from him. 

I remain, dearest Madam, your ever affectionate 
and devoted, &c. 

Mr. Saville, 

Lichfield, June 15, 1798. 

It is unlucky, but I hope to Heaven it will not be 
more than unlu^y, for your short residence in London, 
that here is a June whose cloudless ardours have not 
b&En paralleled during very many ^ast years. The 
summer-solstice is generally ushered in by winds and 
showers; but, during the three past wccla, the livers 
have shrunk in their banks, the channels of tihe brooks 
are dry; the lawns are brown and slippery; the earth 
wrinkles as in ffost; birds sit silent ut the cmtiei of 
0 ^ hedge-rows; the cows stand with droepinf neck 
hi the reedy brooks; the streets are still vacant and 
dusiy, and sfience is over the hills at noon. 
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Miss Ponsonby, 

Buxton, Aug. 9, 1798. 

I CONGRATULATE my dear friends upon the sweet and, 
I trust, lasting repose of their fears for the state of 
Ireland. Alas! that it should have cost such a bleed- 
ing price: yet that the greatly worse is averted, must 
inspire a sense of delight from subsided terror, which 
the intermingled bitterness of victim-regret cannot do 
away. 

The increasing power of my rheumatic malady, 
forced me to seek these springs rather than the billows 
of High Lake, from which I should have been thrice 
happy in circling home by LangoUen. Thus the 
halcyon days, which last summer were mine, may not 
gild and inspirit this. If I live, and the fiend of the 
joints remits his persecution, I hope, next year, to see 
and converse with friends, to whose society my whole 
mind is wedded; and to see the image of that fair 
creature, who shed the light of happiness over many 
of my youthful years, honoured with so enshrined 
a situation. 

This month is always high season at Buxton. The 
crowd is immense, though I never remember so few 
families of rank, and there is a tristful lack of elegant 
beaux. The male youth and middle life of England 
are, you know, aU soldierized and gone to camps and 
coasts; and so a few prim parsons, and a few dancing 
doctors, are the forlorn hope of the belles. 

And here is Mrs. Powys of Berwick, in loveliness 
which none of them can approach, which time seems 
to have lost his power to tarnish, which no custom of 
the eye can palf. 

No, dear Madam, I was not, as you suppose, 
favoured with a letter from General Washington, ex- 
pressly addressed to myself; but, a few years after 
peace was signed between this country and America, 
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an officer introduced himself, commissioned from 
General Washington, to call upon me, and to assure 
me, from the General himself, that no circumstance 
of his life had been so mortifying as to be censured in 
the Monody on Andre, as the pitiless author of his 
imominious fate: that he had laboured to save him - 
that he requested my attention to papers on the sub- 
ject, which he had sent by this officer for my perusal. 

On examining them, I found they entirely acquitted 
the General. They filled me with contrition for the 
rash injustice of my censure. With a copy of the 
proceedings of the court-martial that determined 
Andre’s condemnation, there was a copy of a letter 
from General Washington to General Clinton, offering 
to give up Andre in exchange for Arnold, who had 
fled to the British camp, observing the reason there 
was to believe that the apostate General had exposed 
that gallant English officer to unnecessary danger to 
facilitate his own escape: Copy of another letter from 
General Washington to Major Andr^, adjurin|[ him 
to state to the commander in chief his unavoidable 
conviction of the selfish perfidy of Arnold, in suggesting 
that plan of disguise, which exposed Andrd, if taken, 
to certain condemnation as a spy, when, if he had 
come openly in his regimentals, and under a flag of 
truce, to the then unsuspected American general, he 
would have been perfectly safe: Copy of Andrd’s high- 
souled answer, thanking General W. for the interest 
he took in his destiny; but, observing that, even under 
conviction of General Arnold’s inattention to his 
safety, he could not suggest to General Clinton any 
thing which might influence Mm to save his less im- 
portant life by such an exchange. 

These, Madam, are the circumstances, as frulthflilly 
as I can recal them, at such a distance of time, of the 
iiiteim with General Washir^n’a friend, which I 
mentioned to yourself and X4idy Eleanor, 
ago 
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when I had the happiness of being with you last 
summer. 

A pleasant friend of mine from Lichfield, accom- 
panied me hither, a Mrs. Ironmonger. She is lively 
and pleasing. I have the pleasure to see her please 
and be pleased, in a scene of great gaiety, compared 
to our quiet little city, notwithstanding the diminution 
of splendour and elegance that used to pace through 
the golden-hued Crescent, whirl over its area, or nit 
beneath its chandeliers. 

We have a very pleasant society at St. Anne’s Hotel. 
Our most intimate acquaintance, an interesting Irish 
family: Amiable, graceful Lady Newcomine, and her 
three lovely and very engaging daughters, with whom 
we walk and go to the rooms. Captain and Mrs. 
Bingham and her sister, a beautiful and sprightly 
little woman. Charming Mrs. Childers will soon 
arrive, and pour her intellectual brightness over this 
scene. 

Literary characters are as scarce here as nobility. 
I miss the eloquence of Erskine and Wilberforce more 
than the titles. 

Adieu, dearest Madam, and believe me always 
fajthfuHy yours. 


Edmund Wigley, Esq., 

Lichfield, Oct, 12, 1798- 

I congratulate you upon Admiral Nelson’s glori- 
ous victory. It is great for England; and yet I fear it 
will not ^ve us peace, the most desirable fruit of 
bloody victories. 

The three captive generals of the Irish invasion are 
here. They have called upon me, introduced by a 
French gentleman, resident in LicMeld before the 
revolutionary volcano, from its Parisian crater, burst 
over Euiope. 

General Humbert is rather an handsome man, and 
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polite in Ms address; much more externally polished 
than the Generals Saraszin and Fontaine; but none of 
them know any thing of English, and my ignorance 
of French clogged our converse with the tediousness of 
interpretation. 

The restraints these gentlemen laid upon the de- 
predations and murderous purposes of the savage 
Irish, entitle them to the civility they met from Lord 
Cornwallis and his officers; but they will meet with 
no general attention here. It would be better if the 
good people of this city would take other methods of 
reiterating the proofs of their unquestioned loyalty, 
than by a violation of that precept of the Gospel, of 
all others the most important to the interests of mora- 
lity: ‘Do unto others as ye would they should do unto 
you.’ Let them imamne their husbands, sons, and 
brothers prisoners in France, and as they would the 
French should treat them, so treat the prisoners of 
that country thrown on our mercy. Such liberality 
could do no harm; and, if universally prevalent, might 
do much good, by softening the national rancour be- 
tween the two states, and inducing a mutual wish to 
sheath the sword of desolation. 1 lately heard the 
brave Mr. Ormsby of Dublin say, who has so gallantiy 
exerts Mmself against the rebels in Ms native Ireland, 
‘I called upon the French generals when I was in 
lichfidd: the instant a man is a prisoner, I forget that 
he was a foe.’ I honoured him for the nobleness of 
the sentiment. - Such an oblivious power ought the 
misfortune of our enemies to p(Mses over every mind. 

Mrs. Childers, 

Lichfield, Dec. rr, 17^8* 

Supernatural horrors are the taste of me times. 
Have ym seen the Audent Mmmrf It is the greatest 
iSM!; ox a composition I ever met with - but it nm very 
^ iUdkei m gemus. The style of oixmlete rimpMty 
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suits the unmeaning wildness of its plan, and of its 
terrific features. Tne moral of this oddity is not less 
defective in rationality than the plan. !^ormous 
punishments are decreed to a trifling crime; and, be- 
sides that, two hundred people, innocent of even that 
trifling crime, are its victims, while the person who 
committed it escapes death. Of the softer beauties of 
writing, rare are the instances in the Ancient Mariner; 
yet, in one verse, they shed their mild light. My re- 
collection of that verse is probably not accurate, but 
it is to this effect: 

‘The sails kept on a gentle noise. 

Like a little huddling rill. 

All in the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods at night, 

Singeth a quiet tune.’ 

The rhymes have nothing like regularity, neither has 
the measure, as to quantity; and old words are used, 
which have so long been discarded, that they cannot 
but by the context, be understood; - such as, ‘they 
nold,’ for they did not; and ‘the eldrich deck,’ whose 
meaning none of us can guess. 


Thos. Park, Esq., 

Lichfield, Jan. 30, 1800, 

Certainly the resemblance between Chatterton’s 
persox^cation of winter ^d mine are too strong to 
have been the result of coincidence, and must be un- 
conscious plagiarism, md that on my part. I con- 
clude this elc^ was printed in some of the magazines 
during its author’s lifetime; that it there met my eye, 
and this its picture of winter impressed my imagina- 
tion, though I lost, as years rolled on, my recoUecdon 
of its source. Disposed to write a sonnet on winter, I 
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conclude some features of Chatterton’s impcrsoniza- 
tion of that season came forward, from the large de- 
posit of English poetty in my brain, and rendered me 
an unconscious plagiarist. 

Long before the fame of this miraculous creature 
had gone abroad, the verses which appeared with his 
name in the magazines, and with a brief account of 
the obscurity of his birth, and his entire deprivation 
of literary instruction, had mspired my youthful mind 
with conviction of the magnitude of his genius, so 
finely, of late years, eulogized by Mr. Coleridge in the 
following lines: 

, . . ‘Britannia’s boast, the wond’rous boy, 

An amaranth, that earth scarce seem’d to own, 
Blooming in poverty’s bleak wintry shade, 

Till disappointment came, and pelting wrong, 

Beat it to earth.’ 

Soon after the volume above mentioned appeared, 
1 spoke of its author to Johnson, with tlxe wannest 
tribute of my admiration; but he would not hear me 
on the subject, exclaiming, - ‘Pho, child! don’t talk 
to me of the powers of a vulgar uneducated stripling. 
He may be another Stephen Duck. It may be extra- 
ordinary to do such things as he did, with means so 
slender; - but what did Stephen Duck do, what could 
Chatferton do, which, abstracted from the recollection 
of his situation, can be worth the attention of learning 
and taste? Ndther of them had opportunities of 
enlarging their stock of ideas. No man can coin 
guineas, but in proportion as he has gold.’ 

Though Chatterton had been long dead when 
Johnson bqgan his Um of ^ English Poets; though this 
fh^pendom miscellany then been some time befmt 

ihe world; though iti contents had engsi^ hidf the 
of the nation in controveny, yet would not 
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Johnson allow Chatterton a place in those volumes in 
which Pomfret and Yalden were admitted. So 
invincible were his grudging and surly prejudices - 
enduring long-deceased genius but ill - and contempo- 
rary genius not at all. 

Edward Jerningham, Esq,., 

January 17, 180 1. 

Nothing is more disgusting to me, and indeed to the 
generality of people, than dictatorial egotism from the 
pulpit. Even in the learned and aged clergyman, it is 
priestly arrogance. In the yoimg declaimer it is in- 
sufferable presumption. There is too much of it in 
Bossuet. If the preacher censures, he ought to cen- 
sure in his Master’s name and authority, not in his 
own. Let him involve his own frailty in his charge of 
general depravity, and let him express a desire of self- 
amendment when he exhorte his brethren to forsake 
their sins. We and us, not the priest-proud I, ought 
to be the sign-personal in his language. Let modesty 
and humility bridle his imagination; sincerity, truth, 
and paternal kindness, be the sources of his admonition, 
and then may he take your advice, and neglect no 
means of awakening the passions of his audience, with 
the marked calamities or signal blessings, which time 
past or present, circumstances local or general, may 
present to his subject. 

Some fifteen years ago I wrote six sermons. Most 
of them have been preached. Without the congre- 
gation knowing that they were not his by whom they 
were delivered, I had the satisfaction of witnessing 

their attentirai and their tears. 

**»«•*«••** 

The amor pafris is fervid in my bosom. The super- 
iority of English talents, in all me walks of genius, I 
proudly fed. The sons of the song, the paicil, and 
the lyre, support it more and more every day, and 
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hour, and I bum to assert their claims whenever I see 
them questioned. 

Rev. Ed. Robeets of Dinbren, Wales, 

Lichfield, Feb. i6, i8oi. 

Ifever a superintending Providence wrote disappro- 
bation of human conduct in the broati characters of 
events, it has inscribed presumption, folly, and cruelty 
on this war, as it inscribed injustice and tyranny on 
that with America. From the self-incurred nnschiefs 
and dangers of the American w-ar, we were re.scued 
by those who had uniformly opposed it. From the 
far greater mischiefs and dangers of this, wt can only 
be so rescued now. 

All your eyes will be opened at last; but, I fear, not 
before the nation is irr^eemably ruined. Despera- 
tion has bc^n its work in our little city, from my in&nt 
years, till within these six weeks, so peaceful and 
seeme. Houses are broke open, and nightly 
attempted. The deanery has been robbed; and five 
ruffians entered the chamber of a widow lady, a mile 
out of town. Her property was saved by the pres- 
ence of mind of her raaid-servant, who, with a watch- 
maa*s rattle, alarmed the neighbouring houses. My 
apfn«l»aarions have caused my dressing-room door to 
TO barricadoed like a jail, with bars and bolti. Thus 
do we begin to lose, in more than imaginary terrors, the 
quiet of our curtained sleep. Adieu: 

Edwabd Jeeminoham, Eso., 

lichfield, Feb. ag, iSoi. 

What you teE me about the exclusion of compoti- 
by Enghifti masters fiom the conccarts, 

that the same In&tuatkm {Hrevaib hi that 
iNdfm ahioa||it cam gmt pec^ 

academioims* It is me E0^;hsh to p Ww 
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the productions of foreigners to those of our own country. 
I see you are not acquainted with the beautiful com- 
positions in music, which exist for the honour of Eng- 
land. You have had no opportunity of hearing them, 
banished as they dully are from the fashionable con- 
certs. So was Shakespeare banished our stage from 
the gay Gallic reign of Charles the Second, till the 
talents and resolution of Garrick restored him. So 
have been, and so still are, the great English poets 
from our universities, to the infinite detriment of the 
underetanding and taste of our students, since superior 
to the Greek, Roman, and Tuscan bards, are the 
bards of Britain, in every line but of the epic, and even 
there our Milton equals Homer, and transcends Virgil. 
*«••••••«• 

When I was a girl, it was the fashion for the fine 
people to abuse Handel as heavy, coarse, and tiresome. 
Our king, by instituting the commemorations, rescued 
his fame. If I was ftrince of Wales, I would give 
concerts, from which every foreign composition should 
be interdicted; and glees should be performed there, 
that must awaken the cold dead ear of prejudice itself 
into life and enthusiasm. But it is time to close my 
controversy, for the clock has struck that hour which 
Bums, with equal humour and fancy, calls the key- 
stone of night’s black arch. Addio! 

Mrs. Childers, of Yorkshire, 

Lichfield, April 29, 1801. 

Ah, my friend, I have a sad account to p:ive you of 
my situation, and of my hopes of ever being able to 
accept your kind invitation to Cantley. Too much 
reason have I to apprehend a total loss of all ability to 
trawl. You know that the strength of my youth was 
bllghtod by the accident which broke the patella of 
my fight though I obtained the power of wattang 

even ground, wraiout perceptible lameness; but I 
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remained, through life, suhjtrt to the constantly im- 
pending clanger of falling. 1 reejuent hast* been those 
falls, producing tempoiar) pain and confmement, 
but genciall) a few da>s rcsioiftl me to the usual level 
of my, at best, feeble exertion. On the ayth of last 
month, dcteised by an impcifect moonlight, I fell 
with violence down steps into the stiec*t, after paying 
an evening v isit. 1 hen, alas* it was, that I so violently 
sprained the nnisrles and temioiiN of m>, till then, un- 
injut ed left Knee, as to reduce it to an equal degree of 
weakness with that which is broken. Unable to stand, 
I w'as carried by two men from my .sedan to my bed; 
which my surgeon ordered I should not It avc till the 
swelling and discoloration subsided, lie flattered me 
that, since nothing was absolutely bioken, a fortnight 
or three weeks would repair the mi.schief. When, at 
the four days expiration, I was got up, 1 found I had 
utterly lost all power of rising from my bed, or chair, 
even mough a very high one, without the assistance of 
two people; and also of ascending or descending stmirs. 
Hitherto time, in whose name lavish piomises were 
made me by the faculty, has done nothing towards the 
restoration of that power, though 1 can walk, wdth a 
servant’s aim, through the range of those fortunately 
large and airy rooms, which arc level with my bca- 
chamber and dressing-room. Thus I contrive, by a 
quarter of an hour at a time, to walk my allotted two 
miles every da^ though I have not attempted to go 
down stairs. These fresh vernal breezes from tne 
ctdtoiral area, in the south and west front of my house, 
and fiom the valley to the east, and from the gentle 
Mils to the north, reh*e8h me as I walk, I have pain, 
tbnt, thank Ood, it is not violent. Some attached 
Idbnds, and many social neighbours, cheer my con* 

Btiti riaSMiiirti 

HcfNdess and helpless imprisonment h a mMsai** 
dMf however mitigated, To me it must pfia* 
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dude many circumstances material to my health, and 
precious to my wishes. I have chronic maladies, 
which often require Buxton wateis and coast residence. 
If tliis last injury should, as I have a deep conviction 
that it will, prove irreparable, I shall not dare to 
travel; and in the loss of local freedom, vanish ray 
hopes of seeing you at Cantley, or of meeting you where 
we have twice met, living, during happy weeks, in 
daily intercourse, confidential, affectionate, and liter- 
ary; - and then there is dear Mrs. Roberts, and her 
charming neighbours. Lady Eleanor Butler and Miss 
Pomonby, at whose Arcadian court it was so much my 
delight to pay my vov^ of amity! Those I must never 
more behold, if my present deprived state of limbs 
continues; for Mrs. Roberts, totally crippled, cannot 
travel, and the Ladies of the Cambrian valley will 
not. 

Within these last twelve years, my constitution has 
struggled with various maladies, but under them I 
always hoped relief, and often, through the goodness 
of God, obtained it. Now a deep internal conviction 
of life-long imbecility sickens at ray heart, and withers 
the energy of my mind, - while the gloom of appre- 
hension, more than selfish, often darkens my spirit. 
The oldest, the most esteemed, the most valued of my 
friends, finds his long-precarious health more fre- 
quently assailed by nervous malady, beneath which 
his strength and cheerfulness decline. I will not 
apobgize for this exuberance of wailM egotism, but 
rest it securely on your sympathy. 

Adieu! Say kind things in your domestic circle for 
the poor prisoner, who now commits to your indulgent 
patience her sighs for the loss of local liberty. Let me 
have your prayers for the restoration of my injured 
limb, and for the resignation of my spirit under ail the 
chastisements of Heaven. 
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To the Dean and Chapter, 

Lkhfield, Oct. 3 , i 8 ox. 

Genilemen, - 1 have hearii, with deep concern, of 
your dcsif^ to impoverish still farther the useful and 
lovely shades of the Dean’s Walk, already mu< h injured 
by the unsightly bareness at the top of the walk; by 
the disproportioned width of the trees before the 
deanery and Mr. Danniel’s house; and by their awk- 
ward lopping before Dr. Falconet’s. The now-pur- 
posed dcva.station is of tenfedd magnitude. I ani con- 
scious that all power to carry it into effect exists in the 
Dean and Chapter; but I write Immbly to deprecate 
its exertion, the mischief of which must be irreparable 
to the beauty of the Close, as the demolition of the 
conduit, by a similar decree, has proved to the conve- 
nience of its inhabitants, and to its safety in case of fire. 

Consider, Gentlemen, that this now gracefully 
shaded area is the admiration of teavcllers, the pride 
and delight of those who live within its boundaries! - 
that it u a hxed principle in landscape-taste, that 
wherever there is continuous shade, if it is not full and 
luxuriant, it ceases to be beautiful; that the effect 
of taking away every other tree, will be like drawing 
every other tooth m the front of a wcU-fuarnished 
mouth; that the disposition of trees to ajpproximate, 
will, ailer such sad thinning, produce, in length of 
tisne, an effort of the bou^ to shoot horizontally 
wMcIi mmt form a straight line, or something near a 
itraiglit Ike, at top. That free, irre|mlar, and grace* 
fol oadme, which, since they have been allowed to 
|»ow mstorally, tibwsy form where they have not been 
will be Inmen and lost. If only the fow sknt 
Had wHwr trees were to be felled, the xrdsckdTixui^t 
|gp of a magnitude so d«|>fonable»-~ but it is grievotw 

dHMie widch hnve bidieftobOHa^ii^^ 
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Milton’s description of the Garden of Eden, is 
allowed to have formed that taste in landscape, which 
has rendered the English pleasinre-^ounds so cele- 
brated. He there mentions impervious shade amongst 
the beauties of Paradise, - thus: 

‘And where the morning sun first warmly smote 

The open field, and where the unpierc’d shade 

Embrown’d the noon-tide bowers.’ 

I entreat. Gentlemen, that you will, at least, redeem 
the marked victims, which now stand in the pride of 
their strength and grace, before the gates of the house 
in which I dwell. A handsome house is a much more 
picturesque object, at a little distance, from being in 
part shaded; and the walk once entered, the palace 
appears with much better effect for having been, for 
an instant, partially veiled. Ah! why deprive her who 
now inhabits it, and those by whom it may hereafter 
be occupied, of the pleasant shade which those devoted 
trees now cast over the court? Pray, pray spare them! 
I should be happy if my pleadings might avail for the 
preservation of all the fine trees now bearing the fatal 
warrant; that it might, ere yet too late, be considered 
how dangerous it is to alter what cannot be restored, 
and what is already at once useful and lovely. Every 
person with whom I have conversed upon the subject 
has lamented this plan. 

I have the honour to remain, Gentlemen, your 
feithftil and obedient servant. 

Gaft. Robert Wolseley, 

LicMeld, Dec. 14, 1801. 

I HAVE the satisfaction to tell you that Sav^e is, 
we trust, recovering from his late perilous seizure. 
At hhi time of life, relapses are much to be dreaded; 
but it is cm aU occasions wisdom to hope the best, and 
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not to antedate in imagination the hour of anguish. 
He is obliged by your kind inquiries. 

Your verses to ^spasia, are an ingenious and gallant 
hyperbole in musical numben. You say the ideas axe 
not entirely original. Keep y«»ur own counsel on 
that head to the lady. Perhaps she is not likely to 
trace you to your sources; nor am I likely to penetrate 
the mwterious veil you have thrown upon tier iden- 
tity. Prying curiosity, the reputed fault of the class of 
beings to which I belong, is not individually mine. 
Yet has it frequently lieen and, in one instance, comi- 
cally enough, my fate to receive the unsolicited confid- 
ence of lovers. At different periods, four ladies, and 
tteee of them very slightly known to me, have poured 
upon my ear avowals of passion for my friend Captain 
S, Aiden. They erroneously believed me entrusted 
with the state of his affections, and wanted to calcu- 
late upon intelligence, obtained from me, &e 
chances of success which their attentions to him 
possessed, 

‘Silence that speaks, and eloquence of eyes.* 


Two of the four were widows; the first young and gay, 
shewy andl well jointured; the second a little auturanw, 
wsft of voice, and languid of eye; the other two were 
bifaMxning spinsters. 

They all declared to me that the loss of Captsun 
A«*i right arm first created that tender interest, wmch, 
beneatn only common politeness on his ps^ had 
rl^pdEtesd into love, impassioned and exclusive. So, if 
ymx yowf men wish to make conquests, you see how 
easily it »my be done; a smturt stroke with a clmer. 
litween ymtr right elMw and shoulder, and the 

iraispra If 
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my assured welcome at Wolseley Hall, if I should ever 
have the happiness of paying my respects there; but 
alas! the deep maim of last March, makes me a re- 
luctant traveller, and a troublesome guest. Adieu! 

Mrs. Childers, 

Lichfield, Dec. 27, i8oi. 

You congratulate me upon the peace; and mdeed it 
is well that the mad career of Bellona, miserable foi 
Europe, and ruinous to England, is at last arrested; 
but the blessing is come much too late to repair the 
mischiefs of the curse. Though the wide waste of life, 
and the tears of the surviving mourners may pass 
away from remembrance, other, and more dangerous 
miseries, the certain consequence of the needless war- 
fare, will remain, and substitute, for phantom-danger, 
real peril to the government of this country. The 
dreadful load of debt it has left, renders it impossible 
to remove the burden of the taxes, which every class 
shifts from its own shouldere to those of the class 
beneath them; the noblemen, and large estated gentle- 
men, by raised rents to their tenants; the tenants b> 
monopoly, and the extravagant price they exact foi 
the necessaries of life; and the mercantile world, b'j 
evasion protected, by the impossibility of the commis- 
sioners calculating the income resulting from theii 
traj£.c, shift the burden to the lowest order of th< 
people, who pine and perish in want, and incui 
disease, which spreads contagion over the land. 

The populace are now looking to peace, and th< 
firtlits of the late plenteous harvest, for the return o: 
their comforts. They will find, alas! a bitter dis- 
appoiatment; and when they have lost all hope o: 
rwess to their grievances, it is dreadfully probabh 
timt they will rush on change, stimulated by the 
cultural plenty, the rising commerce, and the in- 
creased power of France; and though their efforts wff 
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but redouble their wretchedness, they will probably 
end in long anarchy, and blasted empire. 

Mrs. M. Powys, 

Lichfield, Feb. 5, 1802. 

My heart has often responded to the interesting 
contents of the letter before me, and vexatious to me 
proved the perpetual occurrence of restraining cir- 
cumstances, that wasted, in fruitless purpose, the duty 
of an earlier acknowledgment. 

Some part of the intervening time I had neither wish 
nor power to write, even to the dearest of my absent 
friends. That you are that dearest I can, without 
flattery, avow. Your kind bo.som is a mirror which 
reflects my happiest years, and on your memory their 
sweetest delights are written. Friends of later date 
may be admired, esteemed, beloved, but, tmconscious 
of Honora, cannot be dear to me as yourself. 

I have excited your attention, the friendly wish to 
learn what was mat circumstance which wrapt my 
spirits in so drear a stagnation; but you gue^ it, and 
you guess truly, that it was fears for his ufe, who, as 
well as younelf, is blessedly spared to me from the 
wrecks of time, of change, of mortality; and who is 
not, as you, alas! arc, divided from me widely, but 
with whom I can every day talk of past days, and of 
sdl whose for ever lost society contributed to make 
them happy; and who now, though slumberir^ in the 
dark and narrow house, render pleasant the tales of 
other timei, by the power of those indelible images of 
their person^ their talents, and thdlr kindnea», which 
have Idk in our hearts. 

You know that Mr. Savilie''s health has been IcHag 
l^iecarious. On the fisret of December X received an 
aliutmng sumnums to his house at day«daw». kn the 
«isy«ie of the preceding day he hacb agaiost eftr" 

iMit ismsonstrancei been twice at char^ where he 
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read the fint lessons, and joined in the services and 
anthems. At six in tlie morning he found himself 
suddenly, and as he belies'cd, fatally seized. He 
seemed to have lost the use of his limbs; could not bear 
the light, nor lift up his eyelids. I found him in his 
daughter’s arms, perfectly sensible, but shivering and 
trembling violently, and avowing his belief that his 
dissolution was near. Mis. Smith had sent for our 
skilful and humane physician, Dr. Jones. He did not 
arrive till nine, and before his arrival our poor friend 
grew better; his trembling.s abated, and he could open 
his eyes. The Doctor comforted us that the present 
danger was .subsiding. 

At that juncture Mr. Saville was preparing to quit 
the little habitation which had sheltered him twenty- 
eight years. The old woman who slept in his house 
and waited upon him, was become nearly super- 
annuated, and incapable of giving proper attendance 
in severe sickness. There was no third apartment in 
whicb his daughter, Mrs. Smith, could sleep. The 
neat little dwelling, which I had been fortunate enough 
to purchase for him, two doors below where he then 
liv^, was unaired, and wholly unfit for his reception. 
Dr. Jones seconded my proposal, that he shoiild be 
brought here in a sedan, where his daughter could be 
coiMtantly with him, and sleep in a ten^bed in Ms 
apartment, and where he could have every necessary 
comfort and attendance. 

Titank God, he continued to amend surprisii^ly, 
oonsMericig the violence of the seizure; but remained 
«0 weak and lethargic during some days, as to leave a 
aenae of md cEsmay upon my heart. The bng and 
feitfor firost pearhaj^ retarded his partial recovery; 
vMM, for he had many draw-backs, and has not y^, 
py-ftiBy recovered that little portion ofrenovated 

which he gained on Ms axanmer esscursion to 
im baawl, and feto Walea, and which remained with 
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him till this perilous attack. He could not be removed 
vrith safely during the winter’s rigour. Meantime 
Mm. Smith exerted herself in preparing his new and 
lightsome habitation, and made it very neat and com- 
fortable; removed all his books, and little furniture, 
and l^t Monday Mrs. Smitli, Mr. and Mrs. Thomas 
White, and myself, went with him to take possession, 
and drank tea and supt in his pleasant parlour. He 
has a good bed-chamber, a neat second room, for Mrs. 
Smith, if he should again want her nocturnal nearness 
to his person, and a third for his new servant. I know 
he will have your fervent wishes for his recovery, and, 
in that trust, he presents to you his most affectionate 
respects. 


Rev. T. S. Whalley, 

Lichfield, May 15, 1802. 

You inquire after my health. It was not good 
through the rigid and gloom’if winter, and has not 
improved beneath the blooming renovation of the 
vegetable world. Rheumatism combines with the 
added* weakness entailed upon me by the yet unre- 
covered accident of spring-twelvemonth, and dizzineis 
of head, tremulous motion of heart, and difficulty of 
breathing when I walk, are daily returning sensations 
df a more threatening nature. 

My spiritJ have never permanently recovered the 
shoes of my valued friend Mr. SaviUe’s dai^erous 
seizure in Eiccember, and he is so frequently iff, and 
m imperfectly recovers that portion ofhis tong feeble 
strength ^ch his last secure took away, that appre- 
hereton tor his fife sits heavy cm my heart; yet, unless 
prevenred by farther increase of disease, we have each 
ptondsied to visit our fetond, Mr, Minchd, in Worces^** 
timt 1 may not quit eidstence witibonst havtog 
the n^ntjngaiet out tins graMneatunt itai pcwr 
mmesdt that I hoto to thlssh Its notes $m 
ft# 
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sounds which destiny interdicts to my ear. Next 
Monday is fixed for our setting out. I am afraid my 
rheumatic pains^ will impel my reluctant course to 
Buxton again this summer. 

These last three weeks the society of dear Mrs. M. 
Powys, one of the few existing friends of my youth, 
often beguiled my attention of its anticipating fears, 
while we recalled the image of our lost Honora, 
scarcely less dear to Mrs. Powys than to myself. Thus 
was that charming creature ideally restored to these 
apartments, and bowers, the scenes of her youth and 
happiness, and which breathe of her still. Mrs. 
Powys left me this morning, and a letter to you was in 
unison with my feelings. I am but too likely to behold 
her no more, since our habitations are so distant. It 
is eight years since we met. 

You nave doubtless seen in the papers, the late 
sudden death of the celebrated Dr. Darwin. His 
extinction is univemlly lamented, from the most 
operative cause of regret; and while disease may no 
longer turn the eye of hope upon his rescuing and 
restoting skill, the poetic fanes lose a splendid source 
of ornament; philosophic science, an ingenious and 
daring dictator; and medicinal art, a pillar of trans- 
cendent strength. 

His son. Dr. Darwin of Shrewbu^, has applied to 
me fijT assistance in furnishing materials for a short fife 
of this great man, which may hereafter be requested 
as a prelude to future editions of his works. Dr. 

of Shrewsbury justly observes, that his father’s 
utter diidike to all personal questions, left him entirely 
in the dark respecting the earlier part of hw Kf^ the 
|we»ty-four years in which he practised physic in lich- 
mA which pas^ beneath the unobservant eyes 
of has own j^rdve infancy and boyism. He is ooa- 
fidoui tibat mey must form a part of Dr. Dare’s 
e^ltence bettof known to me, who lived in habitual 
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intimacy with him from my thirteenth year, the period 
in which his constellation of taJents first beamed upon 
our city, and which illumined it so long. 

1 had rather this application had not been made, 
since my respect for the existing Dr. Darwin will not 
let me say it nay; since the demands upon my pen 
are already too heavy for my healtli, and since that 
impartial display of both sides the nu’clal, sshith con- 
stitutes valuable biography, may not be given by the 
filial hand, or presented by another to the filial eye, 
Dr. Darwin, late of Derby, was a mixed thatacter, 
illustrious by talent, profe.ssionaIly generous, always 
hospitable, kind, and charitable tt» tlie jtoor, some- 
times friendly, but never amiable. While on ab- 
stracted themes his imaginatioti glowed; while on 
entrance, and on a commencing conversation, his 
countenance wore a benevolent smile, we invariably 
found, on its progress, a cold satiric atmosphere around 
him, repulsing all attempts to interchange the iw^ftcr 
sympatnies of friendship. Age did not improve his 
heart, and, on its inherent coldne.ss, iwetic aulhori.sm, 
commencing with him after middle-life, engrafted all 
its irritability, disin|;enuous art.s, and grudging Jealousy 
of others* reputation. As a jpoct, his genius was 
luxuriant, yet vigorous, but his taste was fastidious 
respecting polish, and mcritricious in the dmre of 
ornament. As affection was the desideratum of Ms 
temperament, so is simplicity that of his verse, so was 
tercttgbn that of his judgment. The warm def^dcr 
of public liberty, he exerted despotism, by resistless 
mreasm towards those in mature life, over whom he 
had natural or acquired powers. 

Biograjphy has very seldom characteristic truth, 
because it is generally manu&ctured by mmr relarions, 
m hf ob%ed and partial Mends, or oy editors vAm 
it highly coeahicive to thdir own foonts on 
IhMt the author whose writinp they pubiiili 
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or republish, should, as a private character, possess the 
unqualified esteem and admiration of their readers; 
and they do for him what Queen Elizabeth requested 
her painters to do for her, they draw a picture without 
shades. 


Thomas Park, Esq., 

Lichfield, June 14, 1802. 

Mr. Savillc is much gratified and obliged by the dis- 
tinctncs.s of )our recollection concerning the transient, 
but to him very interesting conversations which he had 
the honour to obtain from your goodness. You have 
read him rightly; he is full of ingenuous integrity, and 
awakened intelligence, which time has nothing chilled. 
My almost next door neighbour since my twelfth and 
his twentieth year, - from that far, far distant period, 
my esteem and friendship for him have never known 
abatement. 

We passed the two last weeks of the last month 
together in Warwickshire, at the house of our mutual 
and excellent friend Mr. Mitchel; tiie abode of hos- 
pitality, the bowers of pleasantness. My journey 
thither had a double motive, the society of our friend 
Mr. Mitchel and his amiable niece, and her friend, 
the sprightly and pleasing Mrs. Ironmonger; and the 
desire of not quitting existence unconscious of the song 
of Philomel. Lichfield and its environs are too far 
north for her visitation, and it had never been my lot 
to find myself in her haunts, when she and her feathered 
ristetB 

. . . ‘beat the ear of night 
With thdur contentious throats.* 

Mr. Wordsworth having, in his Lyrical ballads, so 
beMly ^ven Virgil, Ovid, Shakts^arc, Milton, aiKi 
Akeawoe, the lie, as to the melancholy sweetneas of her 
song, yet farther sfimalatisd my curiority. 
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The nearest haunt of tliosc syrens k a mile and a liaJf 
from Mr. Mitchel’s house During five successive 
mights after our arrival, cold, blustering, sunless winds 
forbade all hope of this music. 

1 grew impatient, and bcg.ui to tliink it the inter- 
diction of my destiny. A glowing and balmy cs cuing 
at length ai rived. Mr. Mitclu*! took me m his chair, 
Mi. Saville rode, and the rest of the parts, three 
ladies and a gentleman, ssalked to the edge of a wild 
and lonely coppue, through sshiih a (kai brook 
meandered. 

We found the concert loud and various. Black- 
birds, throstles, ring-doves, linnets, larks, ^c., 
united with the, till then, unheard queen of the woods. 
So fully accompanied, I could judge but imperf ctly 
of her single powers. We staid, however, by the copse 
till her rivals, of other plume, had slunk to their nests, 
her ‘amorous descant’ continuing, and aaswered by a 
second nightingale. 

I confess I do not think the notes pensive in the 
degree which her eulogists, of mighty name, had 
taught me to expect; not so pensive as the woodlark’s, 
and not sweeter, though much more various. Thrice 
did we wsit this harmonious cofmice, and always 
Ibund the melody we sought. If l do not say with 
MUton, ‘most melancholy’, at least I abjure Mr, 
Wordsworth’s heterdox epithet, merry, for Uie strains of 
die nln^tingale. 


Rev. Dewhurst Bxlsbury, 

lachheld, Oct. 9, iSkia. 

If is whoEy out of my power to contribute to the 
Iwlne of your work by the letters of Dr. Darwin. In 
course of our intimate »aociation at Xidb* 
1 1 kturw SIM thsd we eyer 0^ 

A riifU *ia ilf'isiili nitaiSyfuiil •ihiM rtl Awiw iisasr iiiWi lah iShimiiliiiiiiM Asu w 
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him only on hping written to consult him as a phy- 
sician, and neither sentiment, or criticism, found a 
place in our seldom and occasional correspondence. 
I hardly think these letters amount to six in number. 

While he lived here he was not in the habit of 
throwing his imagination into his letters; they were 
rather hurried over as tasks than written con amore. 
I have often heard him say he did not possess the 
epistolary graces. He told me one day, when I was 
about six or seven-and-twenty, that he wished to write 
to Dr. Franklin, to compliment him upon having 
united modem sciaace and philosophy; and desired I 
would put his thoughts into my own language. He 
took his pen, and throwing on paper the heads of 
what he purposed saying, desired I would give them 
verbal ornament, and that he would call next day for 
the result. He did call; and looking over what I had 
written, laughingly commended the style; copied the 
manuscript verbatim in ray presence, directed that 
copy to Dr. Franklin, America, and sent it instantly 
to the post-office by my father’s servant. 

I mention the circumstance to shew you that at that 
time of his life he would not have thanked any one 
for publishing his letters. I have often heard him give 
it as an axiom, that literary fame always suffers by the 
publication of every thing which is below its already- 
acquired level. 

Letters, which are either brilliant by wit, ingenious 
by allurion, or inventive by fancy, are not below the 
level of the most eminent reputation; but such, I 
think, are not the lettera of the justly celebrated 
Darwin* 

In biography nothing is more displeasing than a 
picture without shades. Few but have their defects, 
and die deffects of all public char«w:ters arc too well 
SMit to subject unqualified eulc^um to de- 
rixktti and disgust We are all aware that ‘nature is 
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tiore frugal than to heap together all maimer of 
shining qualities in one glaring mass,* and the mind, 
ike the prson, should either be justly drawn, or not 
it all. A painter might as svell omit each appropriate 
iistinction of feature, countenance, and form, because 
it may not be beautiful; and, like Gay’s painter, who 
pleased nobody and everybody, linivh his portraits from 
casts of Apollo and the \'enus, as a biographer omit 
the foibles and weaknesses, while he records the talents 
and virtues of the subject of his hislor> . 

But then it is not by any means a duty to publish 
competition never meant for the public eye; atid w'hich 
must mortify its author, could he be conscious of its 
publication; and that from its incapacity to augment 
the intellectual glory which had already .shone on the 
world. 

Soon after we sustained the los.s of this distinguished 
Being, the now, alasl only Dr. Darwin, wrote to re- 

a uest that I would endeavour to brinp: together all 
sc circumstances I could recollect of his father’s first 
establishment in Lichfield, and successive years of 
residoace there. I have, in consequence, proceeded 
a ccamderablc way in my Memoir. It will not, from 
its sbortneffit, be worthy to be called a life, and still 
1^, from my utter imorance of the habits and in* 
didents which marked the course of that period in 
which he Hved at Derby. 

My attempt ought long since to have been finished, 
hat Uhhetith Ilrequently precluding my use of the pen; 
the pppetual claims of social engagements upon my 
time; a ten wedka absence fiom home, and the in- 
enisant and unavoidable business of answering letters 
0xm itesrary strangett, have retarded the progress 
lOC Ay Bttle Dsrwmmna. 

It Im»i b^ Shown to several of my lettored firleiids^ 
Mim me to elfer It to Xhr. Darwist ccmdittoiially 
wAI liilk t h# *' he prints it and in my 
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name; and they urge, that imless he pledges his honour 
so to do, I will publish it myself. Its characteristic 
traits and incidents are not confined solely to Dr. 
Darwin. Interesting circumstances, and character- 
istic traits of his friends, are introduced, and also 
criticism on his writings. 

I have spoken of him as he was. Every merit he 
possessed of intellect and action, is placed in the fullest 
and fairest light, in which I had power to place it. 
My anecdotes, as yet, only cover sixty quarto pages, 
and perhaps eighty will involve all I have to say on the 
subject. 

w assured I remember with pleasure the prepos- 
sessing manner, and richly-blossoming talents of Mr. 
Bilsbury, in years past, 

‘When smooth as Hebe’s his unrazor’d lip,’ 
and remain, with much esteem, his obedient servant. 

WiLUAM Hayley, Esq,., 

March 7, 1803. 

My work on Darwin is likely to displease, for a 
period, numbers, perhaps, for one that will approve it. 
fee world of letters seem divided in two wide ex- 
tremes; one half considering him as infinitely the first 
genius of his age, both as to poetic system, and exe- 
cutiem; the other half affecting to hold similar opinions 
of his writings with those so injuriously avowed in the 
Pursuits of literature. I accidentally took up a 
Critice^ Rmim last winter, which says of some writer. 
In derision - ‘he professes to like Gibbon’s prose and 
Darwin’s poetry.’ AU who implicitly enlist memselv^ 
in dther of these divisions win dislike my work, and 
perhai^ publickly abuse it. 

'The same extremes of o|inion prevail amongst his 
acquaintance respecting his morm character; dther 

m 
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•xalt him as having Wen almost superior to human 
irailly, and exclaim svilh Sir Brnokc Boothb) - ‘Dar- 
ken was f>np of the Wst men I have ever known;’ or 
itigmatise him as an empirit in mt die ine, a Jacobin 
in politks; detchful le» those ssho trusted him, tovetous 
of pain, and an alien to his (lOeJ. What tan I hope 
for, who s|>oke of him as hr was. 


Wai rtR Se otT, Taq, , 

Luhlield, July iq, 1B03. 

You must not tonsidcr my little work as a life of 
Darwin; it neither assumes nor merits a title so re- 
sponsible. 1 have not science, I have not sufficient 
knowledge of his phibsophiral tonespondcnce, to 
make any such pretension; and of his literary life, 
since he left this city in i-iBi, I know nothing, except 
through the medium of his publications. To present 
a Muffil portrait of his disposition, his manneni, his 
heart; -to draw aside the domestic curtain; to 
lineate the connubial and parental conduct of his 
youth; the Petrarchan attaenment of his middle life; 
Its resemblance to that of the ban! of Vaucluse, but 
its better fate; to analyse his pcKtie claims; and to pre- 
sent ttsigular instanres of philosophical love in the 
eventful history of one of his distinguishcxl frieneb; - 
thew, and these only, must you expect from my 
Itoliiine Darwiniana. Johnson has had the manu- 
sedpt on a high price purchase these three months. 
Illlhy he ddUiysb produce it, Heisavery 

persemage, and has upon him the penphobia. 


DttL, Wnuoutv, MendUp liodge, mar Brimel 
lichfiem, August 16, 

Ol liir tumG IhMk Faiw, - 1 knew you would [~ 

S Wfech of all my earthly eeoiates - tlm 

uy piu* It n latreme — it ss iomi» «iM| iw pwBii i 

lid; m to you ini X M lewm 

m 




THE SWAN OF LICHFIELD 

nounced the happy event, in which your letter had 
taught me most truly to rejoice. In vain did I search, 
from time to time, my own newspaper; in vain en- 
quire of the Falconers if they knew whether your 
marriage had taken place. My paper was silent on 
the theme, and they could not inform me, else you 
might be sure I had been amongst the foremost to 
congratulate you and your bride. I concluded some 
unforeseen circumstance had delayed your nuptials. 
Oh! be they blest! 

Interested as you were in the destiny of my dear lost 
friend,^ and ever kindly affectionate towards him, I 
think you will wish to know the sad particulars; there- 
fore will I do violence to the helpless lassitude of my 
mind, and strive to record them. You know that 
from the nervous fever in 1792, under which he some 
months languished, he has been subject to temporary, 
though comparatively slight returns of the disorder; 
that in December 1801 he had a violent return of it, 
which put his life in extreme peril, and confined him 
some weeks to his chamber. KBs health remained 
feeble and shaken from that time till he returned from 
Park Gate in September last, when he seemed greatly 
renovated, and passed the whole of last winter in 
better health than during many preceding ones -a 
very slight touch of the influenza his sole disorder. 
O! the joy, the comfort, the balmy peace of heart 
wMch resulted to me from perceiving this amendment! 
In April he began to complain, at times, of stricture 
in his breast, a slight pain there, and a difliculty of 
breathing in going up staire, or up hill. A disorder so 
entirely new to his frame startled me, but neither of us 
supposed the symptom dangerous. His appetite, his 
good, and the malady apparently trivial and 
irdrequoit; yet, alas! I am now convinced these were 
the presages of that disease which destroyed Mm. He 
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had budness at his native Ely, and throuizh motives of 
strong local attachment, longed lo revisit the scenes of 
his youth; and he assured me that he believed the 
journey thither on horseback, by gentle stages, would 
remove the oppression from his breast or lungs. He 
had fiiends at Ashby and Leicester, with whom he 
meant, and did rest a day or two on his way. . . . 

His health, however, appeared to wear every mark 
of renovation till within half an hour of his death. He 
had dined with me and anothci fuend that day, with 
appetite and gaiety of spirit; had promised to meet us 
at a public concert at 7 that evening, at which hour 
myself and several of his other frientls went thither. 
His daughter dressed his hair at half-past six. He 
made no complaints, but jested with her about her 
performance. Soon after he cut a com, which pained 
him, and in that of:wration he had been stooping over 
hk stomach some time, when suddenly a tremendous 
seizure of the late kind attacked him, and in a quarter 
of an hour struck him from the land of the living. 
Meantime, O my friend! I was listening to music, and 
cxpcctii^ him every moment to enter the room. 
About eight (when, O God! he was no more), I began 
to grow excessively alarmed that he did not appear. 
I was sent for out of the room. Several of my friends, 
to whom the dread event was told, followed my diair 
and crowded round to support me, when the event 
was broke to me. I will not attempt to describe my 
agonies. How I Eved through that night is my 
wonder; no tear could I shed during sixteen hours. 
O! It was this day fortnight! and firom that day’s dose 
me world has been a desat to your firierd, never more 
to b(wr the buds of cheerliilnesa and earthly hope for 
Iter; jbxnath, not Efe, leatnaim to her. hurried 
Ipe out of Uchtidd to the house of a kind, (x»nt!MUMta 
ilsnd, smms twelve miles hence, that I mlfkt not 
Ipjiik * Inei}, whose sound must have oost ae toy teation 
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or my life. My dear, dear friend was followed to his 
last earthly home by all the clei^ and vicars, and 
with choral honours. They tell me, though the con- 
course was immense, scarcely an eye was without 
tears, and that in no person’s memory has any death 
been so universally mourned in this town. His heart 
was the seat of every refined intelligence, every gener- 
ous, every gentle virtue; and all beamed out in that 
expressive countenance, in the conciliating tones of 
that voice. All now are eager to assert those truths, 
and do his memory enthusiastic justice. Thirty-seven 
yean have I been blessed with his society, his friend- 
ship, and the emanation of his virtues, and I now find 
they were the prop of eveiy exertion of my soul. 

Dear soul, it was never in his power to save money. 
The maintenance of Mrs. Smith and her children came 
upon him when his best days were passed; and within 
the last eleven years his nervous msorders prevented 
all professional emolument without the pale of this 
church. But for my assistance, therefore, he and they 
must have felt the deprivations of penury. Thank 
God, it was in my power to avert that evil, and all its 
panp; but his family are left without any self-resources 
from its evils. Mrs. Smith was never habitually kind, 
or grateful for my friendship to her and her children. 
I have not seen her almost these twelve months, owing 
to her resentment for my having, in conjxmction with 
her fiither, opposed her wish of a ruinous marriage. 
She has, in the interim, rejected her father’s repeated 
request, that she would accept my offered reconcilia- 
tion. Yet still she is his child, and to his dear remem- 
brance I offer im my resentments. Neither herself, 
her mother, nor Honora, shall know the want of com- 
petent subsistence, such as they have been used to, 
whUe it is in my power to supply them. They shall 
live rent fi?ee in the pleasant mansion which I pur- 
chastd for my IcMt two years back, and of which 
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tic was seventeen months a delighted inhabitant. It 
is m the Close, two doors lower than that very inferior 
habiiatwm where he lived wlien you weie Iiere; and 
they shall have fiom me a hundred a vear, and 
Mrs. Smith has of her own Hei eldest daughter is 
married, and her son in business with Ins uiu le, though 
dependent upon him. 1 have n(jt vet been able to sec 
Mrs. Smith or Honora, liut I mean to do it soon. 
Heaven knows how 1 sliall support the interview, 

I mean to bicak off all my c orrt'sjxnulenre. It had 
become so extensive and compli<at»‘tl, as to reouire 
very cheerful industry and daily attention to perform 
its dutii^. 

Cheerfulness and industry arc gone for ever from 
me, I cannot bear to .see my neighlxiurs, except those 
who were with me when I sustained the shock of in- 
tdligence which has left me comf(*rtless. 

Cm how changed is this long <k*ar mansion. Silence 
ia in the apartments, in their surrounding bowers! 
Never more shall the voice of mirth or music know 
thorn. 

Adieu, and for ever adieu, my dear friend: consider 
me as among those whom you have loved and lost, 
and Idndly pray that my depri’rcd existence may not 
be long pratracted. 


Mrs. Ghiuders, Sen., 

lichfteld, Sept. 33, 1803. 

Ab! tny Mend, to a letter kind as your last, 1 cannot 
Itm d^ent, averse to the pen as dispirited incktoioe 
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They are powerful to restore you to the level of your 
former peace, your industry, and cheerfulness. How- 
ever precious to your heart might have been the pro- 
tracted life of the husband you lost, you still retain the 
daily and hourly presence and conversation of several 
equally dear to you; for to a tender mother what can 
be dearer than such children as you are blest with, in 
the prime of ripened youth and excellence? Yes, they 
remain to render the world still an interesting scene to 
you, full of consolation, nay, of joy. 

Friends remain to me in Lichfield whom I very 
much esteem, and with whom I can often converse; 
but, in comparison of him I have lost, they are the 
friends of yesterday. He was all that remained to me 
of my youthful years, and best days, and in him, those 
whom my heart as passionately loved, my sister, my 
Honora Sneyd, my father, have all died again. 

Thus no po^bility of any thing resembling recom- 
pense exists for me on the wide, wide earth, since ‘I 
can no longer talk with Saville, or find his steps in my 
mansion and my bowers;’ - since of all the scenes 
around me; of all my favourite pursuits; of whatever 
delighted my ear, my eye, and my understanding, his 
society was the vivif^ng soul. 

Gleams of cheerfulness seem, at intervals, to return, 
when I am conversing with intelligent people; but 
those gleams only faintly play on the surface of my 
mind; a deep sense of desolation has its dwelling in my 
heart. Hence the often but assumed, and always 
fidvolous gaiety of mixed society, must be disgusting. 
BMpation has an irritating and caustic influence on 
aoiTOw. 

Beneath this consciousness I shrink from encounter- 
ing the ever-drcKiig round of parties, in which I have 
m long been accustomed to mingle. Public calanfity 
atiid dwftger always crowd our little dty with gay and 
dkdpated military men, and our parties with strangers. 

**59 
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I, who visited almost cverj^ genteel family in the place, 
cannot resume them partially; and surely the grada- 
tions of subsiding anguisli should suftceri each other 
calmly, not disturbed by untongeiiial gaiet>. 

You, m\ fiieml, base nut oni> duties, but tender 
afTcctionate interests, vshicli aunbine to le-energise 
your mind. I have duties, and they shall not be 
neglected; but I have nrme <»f those interests left. 
My dutieii, however, do not, like >ours, involve the 
necessity of mingling in complicated society. It will 
not miss me, nor have I any to lead into it, to whom my 
countenance and support arc necessary'. 

Time, the best friend of the deprived great physi- 
cian for wounds deep a.s that under which my heart 
has bled, and still hiccd.s,~ begins somewhat to tran- 

f uillise mv anguish; but exertion continues irksome. 

can read, or rather pore over books, and that is all 
of intellectual employment from which I do not recoil. 

The reflections you draw from the lapse of dxty- 
seven yean, which had passed over the head of my 
dearest friend, arc just; but very uncommon exemp- 
tions from the general decays and inflrmities of such 
ripe existence, combined to allure and support my 
beKef of his longevity. Though his once luxuriant and 
raven hair became tinctured with grey in middle life, 
imd his temples thus prematurely had borne the blos- 
soms of the grave, yet powder always concealed those 
dim prognostics; and a constitution of serene, though 
never robust health, without one tendency to chn^c 
diaeois; the purity of his morsds; the innocent miiety 
of Hs spirit; die temperance and undeviattng aolMety 
of his whole liie; the perfect shapeliness of his Ihnbs to 
kit hour, with a fimm ndtber slender, nor in the 
teme oocpuknt; the healthy Inie^ and firm 
kpntf of m gums and teeth, In which there was 
hUditm doeay, $m ios% uuf btmniih; the silver 
Ppi midk voice in ^ 
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reading, and in singing; intellects, whose strength and 
glowing fervour time had nothing chilled; all these 
circumstances appeared to my mind in vivid array 
against the occasional and sudden, though generally 
transient return of nervous symptoms, the vestiges of a 
long and dangerous nervous fever in the summer 1792. 
From that period they obliged him to decline all pro- 
fessional engagements beyond the limits of this choir, 
since he could never depend upon their omitting to 
seize him on the evening when he might have pledged 
himself to a public orchestra. But then he was often 
exempt from that sudden faintness during many days, 
and sometimes weeks; and then, in the intervals, he 
was all himself, his early and best self, alike when he 
conversed, or read, or poured the soul-breathing 
strains of his full, clear, mellow, and singularly ex- 
tensive voice. It was, at will, a tenor, a contra-tenor, 
or bass. 

He had always an exterior so uncommonly juvenile, 
that at thirty he seemed not more than twenty; at 
forty appeared scarcely thirty; nor ever, even in this 
final year, did he, when dressed, appear to be more, 
if so much, as fifty. Only two days preceding his 
dissolution, he met at my house a large conversation 
party. Ah, with what grace and spirit did he recite 
by heart Courtenay’s Character, in verse, of the com- 
pKcated and stupendous Dr. Johnson! On his leaving 
the room soon after, during a few minutes, how did 
two gentlemen, strangers to him till then, praise the 
gracefulness of his address, the spirit of his conversa- 
tion, the justness, the music, and variety of his 
redtation! 

Almighty God! little did any of us imagine that a 
vital lamp, so luminous and clear, both corporally and 
intellectually, was so near its everlasting extinction! 
Nay, how little was that extinction to be foreseen 
twenty minutes before it happened! 

afii 
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To this momfnt ih** m-nf f»fien wiih as a terrible 
dream; and ulirn reflet turn upon its reality, 

ejusieiicr daiken^ Ijrneaih the a'.srrtir^n into a night, 
on vthirli the tnoniing ol ulatliuts %%jn break no more. 

Dear friend, I have tiesp,is<,ftl Uifi'elv upon your 
indulgeme m thn. rrprtiui.n of numniful descant. 
My pen, hke my thoughts, ding t<* one subject. 


I am tempted tf> inseit an epitaph width ! made 
upon rny lamented fiiend. 

The lieau and ( Ihapter h.t\ e giv en me leave to erect 
a monument for him in the traiwit aisle of this eathc- 
dral. The dedgn is simply elegant. It will be placed 
In a gothic nkhr, lonstiluting its fianie. 'I’liat niche 
is an oblong stjuare, svith an ellifJtu an h al>t>ve. The 
whole of the niche is filled up with dark grey marble. 
Upon that a tablet of white ntaible romaina the name, 
and date, and the verses. The square is separated 
^ the arch above, by broken fragments of white 
as pieces of a rock. 

Upon tliose fragments, ant! as carved from them, 
stands a beautiful antique um, of the same spofleai 
nmterjial. It stands in the arch, and a column of 
ifooke aaoends from it, emblematic of exhaling life. 

I It will cost me an hundred pounds, and never never 
f oowdd 1 fwrt with money so willingly, at for this last 
iji laff tribute to the memory of my dearest friend. 

¥ 

II SAQfttO TO THE UEMOBY 


w 

JOHN SAVILLE, 

f tHtyndeht years Vkar^himal dt this ehurch. 
119 dhMl Augwt tM SKl, i8o$, aged ifrety^ievcii 

K jm Um cold ia ^ narrow oaU» ,,, 

|i9pbl Irtfticttt vlrtaif oNw{ 

pQI^ mpa npifP wmll Wml Wfw 
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For Others’ joy the gratulating glow; 

And skill to mark, and eloquence to claim 
For genius in each art the palm of feme. 

Ye choral walk, you lost the matchless song. 

When the last silence stiffen’d on that toi^ue! 

Ah I who may now your pealing anthems rmse, 

In soui-pour’d tones of fervent prayer and praise? 
SaviUe, thy lips, twice on thy fmal day, 

Here breath’d, in health and hope, the sacred lay. 
Short pangs, ere night, the fatal signal gave, 
Quench’d the bright sun for thee,- and op’d the 
grave! 

Now from that graceful form and beaming face. 
Insatiate worms the lingering likeness chase; 

But thy pure spirit fled, from pains and fears, 

To sinless,- changeless,- everlasting spheres. 

Sleep, then, pale mortal frame, in yon low shrine, 
^Till angels wake thee with a note like thine!’ 

TThc last line is Dr. Johnson’s. My imaginatipn re- 
fused to supply me with one equally applicable, 
therefore was it adopted. 


Rev.T.S.WhalleV, 

Lichfield, Sept. 28, 1803. 
}M|f: dear friend, - A gentleman told me, a few 
ftlace, diat he had reM an account, in a newsp^r, 
desath of your eKcellen t mother, tc^ethcr with a 
of her, and a mention of ninety-hme y*^ 
SfiiWH^ed to ’:be''her: ''Nd; such;ev^t h^ ha4'in'' 

jhhNsele, the paper I take in,- the English Chrms^ pi' 

neither had yor^ 

iky, ignorance of that event*,! Vi !’ 
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the Utmost. Be that as it may - neither the far- 
lengthened flight of days or years, nor yet those in- 
firmities from whk h your lielosed mother was exempt 
- nothing but the sight of hopeless and gieal liodfly 
sufferings, can presentiour thinking it loo vwin to lose 
a dear friend, even after the most piotr.w led longevity. 

I am glad this setond depiKation was withheld till 
you had found an ohjet t of affei non equally dear with 
the two you have lost withm the short spat e of a couple 
of years. You giieve, but you do not sit ken at the 
sun: 

‘The world is still an interesting hccnc, 

And full of joy for you.’ 

As you lament, so did I lament the Urn even of my 
dear ‘child-changed father,’ though altei the deep 
eclipse of his shining intellects; since balmy sleep, 
relished food, exemption from pain, and the 
never-extin^ished delight he took in my attentions 
to him, rendered his dim existence a cherished blei^ing 
to me, nor could I resign it without much of that tender 
regret and sorrow, which I know you feel; but, as to 
you, so to me one dear friend remained on earth to 
aoom and console me; one with whom 1 could hold 
dally imd precious conveise. Beneath that gmciously 
amtmuedlboon of Heaven, my soul revived, as yours 
win revive, to its sensibility of the charms of nature, 
the exhffiiatioii of society, and the delights of litera- 
So ^ii«d it with me through the course of 
thiitecm peftcefUi, cheerful, happy years, after my 
fiUnl tears were exhaled: Now, on m those sources of 
Mbmi the {mil of the last-left fHend of my youdi Is 
itilcn; and It is dark and impervious. 

what in I meant to have dwelt 

tMk pnrr IMs andi oimiohiflewii, and hchdkl me 
tKleit iilo ttv own 

it$4 
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Except these words - ‘the bell rings, and I must go 
to church,’ the following were the last I heard my 
dear friend speak: ‘Look at this beautiful engraving of 
a design for a monument to Handel. I know you dis- 
like writing epitaphs after having written so many; 
but you must write one more for me, to occupy the 
blank space here left for an inscription.’ 

I replied, ‘We will talk of that hereafter - but now 
play a concerto with me.’ He did so till the evening 
prayer bell rang, and he went cheerfully away -to 
return no more! 

Alas! I have written one more epitaph - obeyed the 
injunction of those almost latest words, though their 
meaning applied to his adored Handel. O Heaven, 
that they should prove an unconscious prophecy of 
his own impending fate! - so nearly impending! 

You, I know, will write, if you have not already 
written, an epitaph on your first beloved wife, and on 
your mother. I hope you will send them to me. I 
always love your compositions, but poignant sympathy 
will give triple dearness to these. Adieu! Adieu! 

Mr. Todd, 

Lichfield, Dec. 15, 1803. 

Ah, Sir, I fear you have thought me remiss and un- 
mindful of my many obligations to you, by suffering 
your Mnd letter of July the 12th to remain so long un- 
acknowledged. It had not been so, but that deep 
axme^, tcnninating in irreparable loss, threw ray 
mind into a state incompatible with the discharge of 
its serene and pleasing duties. A short time before I 
received your last, the dearest of aU my friends jre- 
tiimed from a month’s excursion into Cambridgeshire, 
a foeble convalescent, after three dangerous attacks 
smtained in that absence, and gaaerously conaalcd 
fipcna hhi femily and rayadf. We received cheerful 
letters ftom him, which bore no note of the dread 
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symptoms by which he had l>f*pn aMailed. The alarm- 
ing state in which we received him hack, put to flight 
every thought of my purposed journry to Buxton; yet 
the medicdi assistance he reccivfti here, seemed to 
have sulidued his dwe.wr, arwl he recovered to more 
than his preceding level of health, strength, and 
vivacity. Ah! c mining flattery of an and nature! 
amidst their exhilarating pi onuses, and the congratu- 
lating smiles of Ins m.iny fiiends, he renmined near 
three week.s, till within twenty minutes of his 
death. 

Witli him the reeoids of my youthful life arc passed 
away; with him they were mutual and poignant re- 
membrances; with my friends of later ronneclion they 
arc but cold hearsays. When I speak of them, I do 
but think they listen indulgently to what they deem 
the uninterating descriptions of advanced Ufe, fond to 
tell the tale of other times. So will it be with all who 
lurvive those dear contemporaries who had ran with 
them the sprightly race of youth and sensibility: 


*Those best of dap that crown life's year; 
That light upon tne eyelids dart, 

And nwlting jop upon the heart.* 


VaSte, which had silvered the locks of my departed 
had not, in the slightest degree, chilled his 
hMtive and forvent enthusiasm; his generous creduhty 
^owntfdt all apparent worth. Ot he wm one of the 
fiiy thw. 


*Wh» usdfomdy bear lo Ufe*! miM we, 

fUCH IM TItyOKmw 



oQKhnildim ihock I wai wm fkwhim 
l e od o B it to tniNBtdte dteadliit aaminsckiliom ^ i 
i Mai^art^ 
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that all lesser considerations vanished from my atten- 
tion, and returned not to it through many succeeding 
weeks. Till Saturday seven-night, these gates have 
Formed the impassable limits of my feeble steps. It 
was not till then that I could assume fortitude to pass 
the silent grave, in which my soul’s dearest comforts 
for ever lie, till it shall itself be emancipated, and seek, 
as I trust, the realms of pardon and everlasting peace. 

Four months endurance of irretrievable privation, 
have enabled me to wear the semblance of cheerful- 
ness in convening with that herd of acquaintance, 
from whom it were folly to expect genuine commisera- 
tion; but it is only semblance. My heart feels as if it 
was encircled by barriers of ice against ail interest in 
present circumstances; - ice which only dissolves 
when, by the power of recollection, I recal the days 
and years that are flown. 


Johnson the bookseller purchased, and was in 

g jssession of my Memoirs of our late splendid poet, 
arwin, in May last. Far from being impatient of its 
long-delayed appearance, I wish it might never pass 
the press. In it, however, at length, it is, and I receive 
the proof sheets, from time to time, by the post. I 
have a miserably careless eye, and it revises unassisted. 

is for ever gone who used to correct all my writings, 
whcflier in prose or verse, with judicious sl^ and 
vigilant attention. There could be no better judge of 
ide^pance in either style. Mr. Johnson’s press-corrector 
xemat foe proofii before they are sent to me, and he 
seesns to bs a man of letters. Several misprints, how- 
ever, I have detected which had escaped his notice “■ 
one opuriious instance: I wrote, ‘Sir Brooke Boofoby had 
mtfoh esKtemal elegance; elegance which time Imfo but 
ittle tittifoed.’ It came to me painted, ‘Sir Brooke 
BkK>fohy had much ext(ni^ eloqueoice which 

foq iM* but httle tanufoedf 
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With whm s«em %vould thr review m have marked 
the nonsense, and believed it mine, desiring me, with 
moek respect, to instrurt their ignorance concerning 
the meaning of external elociueine, and tamishea 
clocjuence. 

I have desired johnstm to send you an early copy - 
a poor teturn for rich donations lioin the press, which 
I nave receivetl finm you. If ni»t the svidovs’s, it is the 
woman’s mile in hic»graph>. 'I'he biography of a 
philosopher! Ah! is it not Omphale wielrling the club 
of Hertuics.^ Adieu! 


Dr. W'haixey, 

Wolverhampton, December 31, 1803. 

My obar Frieno,- You have seen, you have con- 
vened with my Cllarissa, the by me murh-l>eloved, the 
angelic, the p«‘rsecute<l. The instant I heard she was 
at teth, I fervently wished that chance might throw 
you together; assured, as I felt, that the attraction of 
k^red minds would operate betw'cen you. It is 
necessary to account why I never mentioned to you 
that I had been honoured oy tl»e fervent attachment of 
a young creature so highly amiable, interesting, and 
«c»gmi||pthed, and whose mind was so endowM and 
ao noble; why, through the seven years which have 
ebqioed dnee first 1 knew the parua! fervour of ba 
RlMKiuaEieiit, I have reserved it the unpartaken and 
aectet treasure of my soul. Before we evear met, I 
beiiuNi that the bishop's only daughter was a girl of 
flaadng and engaging manners; that her mother, 
yilKMe ^kiksnt temper and dismcable avarice were 
iailiid ol everywhere, hated ana tormented her; that 
tUd had a youd^ and fond friendihio for hst 
ItihliMdghb^, Miss Turton; shice Mrs. rltiitt|^; 
■ ,!<teat | isri ii aept nm prohibited at Harlow 
Ifilhii attd dbgraoe, and the lovely young njMi 
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These circumstances were represented to me by my 
then townswoman, Mrs. Parker, the aunt of Miss 
Turton. Well bom, well educated, and blameless in 
her conduct as Miss Turton was, Mrs. Parker attri- 
buted the mean jealousy of this attachment at Harlow 
Place as the effect of pride and ambition, that thought 
intimacy degrading to a daughter of their house, where 
it was unsanctioned by high rank. Mrs. Parker re- 
lated other similar persecutions, which excited pity, 
that I then little thought would ever be so deeply 
interested as it has since proved. In a few months 
after I heard those particulars, on the 22nd of July, 
in the year *96, while I was packing up my clothes to 
go to Buxton the next day, my maid came to tell me 
that the bishop and Miss Clarissa were below stairs, 
waiting to see me. It was a few minutes ere I could 
go down to them. They were in the laige dininp- 
rppmi On Planing the d I saw the bishop m 
earnest conversation with the peison who has the care 
aftaira this town, and Miss Oarissa, then only 
scvoatmi years of age, standing before my picture, 
^tfa her hands folded^ and in her whole light form an 
idr of tender enthusiasm, and interesting grace; She 
ttimed towards me on my eatrance, wim such a look 
»li«siming and endearing kindness -- but I know that 
wiioii you spoke ri^ard you saw the fellow 

IPO It. Aft®r civilities had pas®<d between the M 
myilidlf, he resumed his earnest epnversat^n Vdm 
left .his- diarming daughter at 
"'it'", mt: 'writings , hart inmired hex 

den in l&vour of tlwar author} jftiat 
h#,-''hcart to become 

Ms; attontlcai 
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lhal Kinvm.itwn, tlir* hi'b»p £(.i\r me a voluntary 
lOMiraiMf that I ii<\ri b »rmf)\<d innn this 

(i<ar honif of nn \nutli. lu trmainjti in the see. 
He athlrcl, that h< had a tiuiiihcr of advao- 

tagfons pioposali liian various jMupIr, who wished 
to hetonn hi ii tiants, riihrr than disiuth m« , nay, 
that hr had rvrn nsivtfd tht widi* > ofhistiwn tuphew 
to hvt lirrf, fioni tin uma irnoni‘‘S that thangc of 
alKMilr, after auh long n iduur, vsa» hktl> to affect 
mv happimss 

\^«rds lannot express how minh 1 ftU obliged to 
his brtlshtp for a promise whii h hud to sleep a painful 
arid perjretual appiehension 'Hms Iwmnd to nim in 
^titude, I shottUI be infintlel) pained lo knew that I 
had become, however invoUiiUaril), the vmirec of any 
domestic inquietude to him. Claiivsa had previously 
told me she hoped to piocure^ another half hour’s 
conversation with me by comini^ up to afternoon 
prayers, anticipating the hour by tiftein minutes, and 
passing another fifteen with me after ehurch, and in 
consequence should ask rne, in the bishop’s hearing, 
to omeure some choral music, and to accomoany her 


from that hour we have met only four times; and 
tlioae isuearviewt short and constrained. 

When I taw her the next summer, she told me that 
the InnqpiinGarive warmth, with which she had vindi- 
MMi hue fitom base aeperrions from your new friend, 
tend mf old enemy, and horn some others, had mb* 
IMT to the unputation of an *abttird, rotnaatb 
pIMKildlly^, and to a ptohibition against ever shoate 
mm than oomnion dvility. hfn. CotnwaSp 
Mi hkliondan, adieii CMma was at Harlow FIhe# 
,’|P|Mpny«f« tbf lend that ehe.immM 

fiKiiii tilt itkulMA tj#|t||ff^ 

opon Idm* tidcbiiBrii^ 
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myself. We were then two hours in uninterrupted 
convereation. My dear friend* was in Cambridge- 
shire, and my heart gave no foreboding whisper of the 
impending misery of my future days. I then leaml 
from dear Clarissa the long and severe maternal 
tyranny whkh had blighted all the jo)^ of her youth; 
every wish studiously thwarted; hourly insulted for 
those talents, those sentiments, and those pursuits 
which form all the superiority and glory of her char- 
acter; her charities, her disinterestedness, her con- 
tempt for the pageantries of society, her love of books 
and literary retirements, and the added crying sin of 
esteeming me. 

Not only Mrs. Cornwallis but my lord has a great 
dislike for female friendships, and deems them ro- 
mantic, and, where there is the least inequality of 
station, highly improper. Always inspecting her 
letters, regular correspondence between Clarissa and 
myself was precluded, and sometimes yean have 
passed away without my cither seeing or hearing from 
her. To this coerced and afflicting estrangement, 
both of conversation and writing, we must submit. 
Violent augmentation of family discord would ensue 
to Clarissa were we to correspond, and that corres- 
pondence should be discovered, and discovered it 
would be. She believes, she knows that my lord’s 
piloted word respectir^ my continuance in these 
diWt walls, would not avail beneath the rev«aige to 
wUdh such a discovery would instigate. Hard, very 

a that an intercourse so innocent and laudable 
be prohibited, and punished as a crime! but 
solthf ana we cannot help ourselves. Were the nmne 
X hAVlo ^vm her to readi the ears of her parents, the 
lOMUiniiii of that name, consciousness would imiantfy 
point 0ut^ and that akme, as implying a heavy ctxmxtt 


ayi 
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on th<*ii conduri, v^ould b<* avenged \%ith every 
pf A'liblc \ lolenj e 

I have hiit al! that made life delightful; hut if I 
shcHiUl evil Im ii.in^htd these pieiimfs, m) tup of 
inis<r>, alriady full, uoultl lun itvei, and tvtr\ little 
tnmiott fulhiw nn dipariei} happmKS You are, my 
tkai fiwiid, in on« maunal itsptrt, (iitiitly mistaken, 
or rathei imsmlnrmed, (oiwtriiing m) lovtd and most 
desen mg Clan-»sa I so!emnl> .tssuie you not one 
of her mail) stgln atives fioin disappomttd love. The 
man who descutti her on tlu. eve <»f her purposed 
nuptials, nevei had hei affet lions, l^nexcepiionable 
in his prison, anti of gieat wealth, lus addresses were 
approved by hci parents, when a few years ago, they 
were first pn-ssed upon her atteptiuice No prior 
attachment existing in her bosom, by the wrctcheaness 
of her domestic life, it.s utter and severe slavery 
respecting all her friendships, she was induced to a 
reluctant acquiescence. She then, as she iuis since ex- 
perienced, found it impossible to school her heart into 
love for (hat ypun| man ~ and, as I am informed from 
others, some libertine indutgenees on his part reaching 
her ear, she clung to them as a refuge, and picked 
them as a reason for retracting her enment. He 
went abroad for some time but on his return re- 
mroposed himself. She was then in a terrible state of 
s««th. His constancy of heart was pleaded apalnst 
the youthful infidelity of his senses; aim the passionate 
imeiem he showed for her illness and danger, watclung 
sloaost ocmtantly by her couch, made that impassion 

5 her fratitude to which her heart was isnpn^nabk - 
f desiait bmther and friend for ever lost ~ 

oopoaition to his wmrtby and tinexceptioii'* 
tpidkei m rituarion at hcmie more and more dii- 
ap time soiled out, and as ripened womnaliood 
mill hmmesa conduct bMatesued right to the imt* 
, power ol chncMhsg her own famle frimsdi; 

distill 
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yet that right withheld with even augmented rigour! 
Thus she was again induced to try if a great and im- 
portant change of situation might not lessen her 
miseiies, though her heart told her it could give her 
nothing resembling happiness; besides, her spirits, 
weakened by disease, seemed to lose the power of con- 
tending with her destiny. Settlements were drawn, 
equipages bespoke, and blended aimorials engraven 
on them, and on tiie plate. She continued extremely ill, 
with occasional fits of delirium. In those situations, her 
appointed husband often watched alone by her couch. 

After having done so one day of recurring delirium, 
Ae next morning he told my lord that he had discovered 
it was not for his happiness to be united to Miss Clarissa; 
and everything was entirely and for ever broken off, to the 
sincere satisfaction of the fair deserted, since the nearer 
she had approached the irremediable marriage bourn, 
the more strongly she felt the apprehended guilt of 
plighting at the altar those vows of love which her 
virgin heart refused to sanction, and whose power to 
ftdnl appeared to her more than doubtful; therefore 
was she contented rather to bear the ills she had, than 
to fly to others of a new complexion, tinged with sdf- 
reproach: a misery yet a stranger to the purest and 
sincemt heart that ever beat in me human bosom. 

She suspects that, in her wanderings of reason, she 
disdbsed ner deep-felt reluctance to those impending 
Sktiptlafe, and hence her secret heart acquits the de- 
$mWr of any crime towards her. These particulars, 
OOBTOttadbn® with Mr. J.’s renewed address, were feom 
heatiidtfl Thus you see, dear friraad, no thorns are 
the willows my fair Clarissa has worn, attd 
you trill be glad to hear it. Time and chance may 
tmdk her filial chains, but, in a mind Hke hers, the 

bsipatiti^ and deaertkai of ^ she loved had bem a 
bMbed and dart. Let not these paiti- 

tiiittqdrc; but if you hwur the ch am in g oeatwie 
ays a 
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pitird for v»<K*s thr dors not f<rl, )on may assm that 
shr harlKtun no iigrrf for thr thani'c of irniimrat in 
hrr ilrstinM hntlr)a[r<x»m, but thinks him better lost 
than found 

Dr Wii.vnfv, 

fLail) in J804.] 

Ms* niAR FRiiNt^, IVvi h.ivr b<f ii mv interviews 
with the f.is4 tn.Mmt;, .v< roniplishrd. iind high-soulcd 
(Jhinssti, and seldom and lestiaiueci as <Hn cones- 

K jiideme, 1 admiie her hc)<»nci expression, and love 
•r with p«issii>natc temierness. The fervent, dis- 
interested attachment <»f such a heart, originally and 
solely inspired by my pub{kat^on^, I have ever con- 
tidered as the most flattering and prerious circum- 
itance of my authorism. Your charming and just 
pictures of her in alt the lowly varieties of countenance 
and attitude, which elevated intrlhgenc e and poignant 
semibtUty throw over her pleasing features and grace- 
ful form, give her back to my remembrance with the 
•weetest interest. O! that such an angelic creature, 
with alt her inevitable consciousness of spoUm virtue, 
and superior, O! lu>w very superior, intelligence to the 
fenoralii^orhersex, should be demmed to fee! herself an 
object of contempt and hatred to one parent, and of 
lui^icious disapprobation to the other, restrained and 
«lgd(%ed in every direction, of her pure and noble- 
minded pursuits! That you have reason to suspect 
hnfwleai love increases her domestic infelicity, and 
dl^ tdie dasti of an^Euish in double poison, 1 am ve^ 
•miy* That die never lowd Mr. Jackson, I have hud 
Indm you the pioofe. If you are not austaken as to 
dm pmiiiQO, though yon were as to its object, that cir* 
imk» w situation so loog as 

ime of hnr paienti live; it chains her to the gtuey 

Suoceethag 10 itt m 

i hMi i mi i t, mmuf htmadf feoiti the osesem mmkie yeiic^ 

m 
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by submitting to assume another, she will hardly be 
induced, if she is hopelessly attached, to repeat the 
experiment; else such a lovely young creature, with 
prospects of great wealth, must have a train of young 
and affluent lovers, from which her judgment might 
surely select one not utterly unworthy to possess a 
blessing, above the price of gold or gems. It is hard 
that our attachment to each other should be a secret, 
the disclosure of which must involve as much distress 
and mi.scry to both of m as if we were of different sex, 
and our intercourse guilty. 

You have taken the exact measure of ray devoted 
attachment to these melancholy deprived precincts. 
Always too fervent, that which made them joyless has 
enhanced their preciousness in my estimation. An 
increase of misery past expression would result to me 
on banishment from them, and she would find the 
consciousness insupportable, of having been the inno- 
cent cause; while a misfortune so extreme to her poor 
friend, could meet no consolation in her society. The 
impossibility of our ever meeting or writing again, 
while her oppressors are in existence, would be in- 
volved in the discovery. I am, therefore, most thank- 
ful to you for the counsel you gave the dear enthusiast. 


Mrs. Blore, 

Lichfield, May 17, 1804. 

I DO not wonder at your surprise not to have met, 
in my late volume on the character of Dr. Darwin, a 
name which ought not to have been omitted in any 
record of Lichfield, during the many years in which he 
who bore it was one of its brightest ornaments; a name 
otawwrated by native talents, by science of mwy 
«|jedbs, Iw an, the generous virtues and engaging 
graces* Be assured my free-ageocy was severely 
comced in this omission. For his peace" sake, I was 


a75 
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constrained to throw upon my pen the chain of this 
seeming pusiUammous silence. 

Mr. Saville always shrunk, \\ith painful .sensation, 
from every thing which was in any degree likely, out 
of the pale of his profession, to draw the public atten- 
tion towards himself. Even in the yenith of his pro- 
fessional powers and exertions, he scenietl more hurt 
than gratified, when he saw their praise in print. 
Modesty so invincible, without auxiliary motive.s, 
would have implored, and |)erhaps irresistibly im- 
plored, my silence; but he knew that iny pure and dis- 
interested attachment to his unbiemii.hed worth, had 
subjecttKl me to unworthy reflections, and, therefore, 
no ailments, no entreaties of mind, could have ob- 
tainea his permission to present the just portrait of his 
talents ana virtues to general scniUny. 

The Mmoirs of Danvin were written when my mind 
had no consciousness how near it stood to the brink of 
its desolation. If it had fallen into tlte gulf before that 
wenrk had been flnished and deposited with the book- 
seller, it had never seen the light; but if its composition 
could have been subsequent to the loss 1 mourn, no 
dread of imputed partiality, or of renewed blame, 
qouM have svithheld my fervent testimony to SaviUe’s 
wordi. 

Devoted as he was to botanic studies, you are mis- 
tMkm in supposing that he was a member of the 
Bdhuasc Soaety wMch Br. Darwin attempted to 
eitahHsh here. He was solicited to be of it, but in 
vvfet lh»n the comciouaiiess that compliance must 
Ibawe involved him in succesdve tasks for his pen. You 
IpGiw hi« aversion to uni^ it, though he wrote with 
0 mu^ eaae, penqp^uity ana grace. He knew the 
was too busy, am Sir Srooke Boodiby too 
to lywWtaitu dmse tramlatiom &om the 
of which their p lff r y the necesidtyt 

, S'WkfW 00 dtot I bsy would not hiwe 
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employment to Jackson, if they could have induced 
himself to undertake it. Therefore, as he used to say, 
*I kept myself out of the scrape.’ 

Your warm approbation of my Darwinian volume 
is very grateful to me; and yet more grateful is your 
complaint of its desideratum on the subject of our 
mutual friend. Ah! if the omission had not been 
wholly involuntary, my conscience must have severely 
embittered your mild reproach. I have been gratified 
by warm testimonies in favour of my book from people 
of lettered eminence; - but, O! those eyes which would 
most have glowed over such testimonies, long ere they 
could arrive, were closed for ever! 

I know not if the Memoirs have been reviewed. I 
never voluntarily look into anonymous strictures upon 
my publications. I see them committing too much in- 
justme upon others to expect any justice from them to 
myself; and there is no pleasure in poking into incom- 
prehensible objections, and malicious sneers. 


Lee Philips, Es^., of Mayfield, 

Lichfield, June i, 1804. 

It ratifies me to hear you say that you will always 
cheriim the memory of our lost Saville. He esteemed 
and loved you, I think, above all his many friends, his 
daughter, her children, and myself excepted; and well 
didNou take the measure of his worth. 

Inis blooming season, succeeding to the long st^- 
IHty, lait deqpens the melancholy sense of my loss in 
Idi tHized society. I was always fond of flowers; but, 
iwiisody satisfied with the great variety of tints and 
odpuia which those of a common garden supply, I did 
mi but secretly deplored, as the misfortune 

dlMBy really wci* to Mm, his botanic knowledge, and 
dditt Ibr 10 sminense a posseauon of rare plants and 
jftawcsrt; - diice tiheir cultme was dilBcult, troubleioiw, 
esfeodvey engrossing a great deal of dme which, 
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hu aUmii4b)c talents tottsideiul, might base been 
brtiri emploved 

But mil the i harms of ihr rising and samnsf >rar, 
our rnthuMasiiis swie lu jwtfnt uiiisnii When ue 
ssfie t(«geth(t Manrh a hue dav of pting, summer, 
or autumn pass« d auas (hat duf not ujmessoui luart- 
thriUfd rxi lamattom of t\hausilis> i\«itidn and grate- 
ful piaise. We ssde utser vsiais r»| appKmg these 
Wtordi* to our sensations, to svfui h no othi t words were 
Ui apphcahlt 

‘These .ue lh> gloiious woiks, Taniit ofg(K»d, 
Almights, thine this umseisal fiame, 

So uoiulrous fair’’ 

A apirit thus allied to mine in devotional, in scenic, 
jn hamonic, and in poriit aiduurs, I sfiall never again 
meet on earth, at least with oppoitumty of ficquent 
auociation. That const imwness sitddeits all creation 
with much moic than wintry gltiom. But let me not 
ungratefully forget how many years ol youth, of ripened 
ana of fading Ufe, were blessed by that friendship, 
whkh now the grave has swallowed up. 


Mas. 


Buxton, July 17, 1804. 
niid, m 


1 AM ahodked that your darling child, my litde g^- 
should have been expened, on the 7th in- 
to a tempest of to much violence, and that on 
i and unsheltered vastnou of the East-Moor. 
Molagi here had a narrow escap that day; 
m with one cannon-luce expkMton, 

the tm of a izMdi»i« passed over the edd 
fffif fhfd . a tw e in th e o| moitte gaitten, at 
' yiurdi diMMice. It fell nefeare the emn* 
t imtidfthiid (dsen firom dinner, wldch 1 had 

,JS. a jl nA# iiitiii jtM- tt-i ■■■ lit imiiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiiidMiiil iiaiiiil inutl'l iMlII' 

IpMp MiMnra pf Hm 
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me to hide my feare in solitude, for I am utterly unable 
to suppress the violent nervous agitation into which I 
am thrown by the flashing and the noise. 

I had hoped that the extinction, which has gloomed 
my remaining life, would have rendered me superior 
to affiight, mder every circumstance which may seem 
to threaten its duration. That such a quiescent effect 
has not ensued to me beneath electric storms, proves 
that my trepidation from their influence is merely 
corporal, and out of the control of my mind. I hope 
little Annie caught no cold from the rain; received no 
impression of dismay so deep as to fix her a trembling 
coward through life, under every return of an ex- 
ploding atmosphere. 

Your letter is doubtless at Lichfield awaiting my 
return, since it has not followed me hither. Con- 
cerning ‘those long lists of accusation, those contemp- 
tuous expiessions,’ which you say are contained in 
that to which it replies, I have no consciousness. 

The very frivolous excuses which you made for 
having kept an old friend’s book unread in your 
possession during several months, struck me with an 
indelible impression of incompatibility with affection- 
ate regard for the writer, and with any respect for her 
taloats. 

I am an ingenuous creature; as I feel I speak, or I 
write; except to people whose slights are, either from 
thdr mental incapacity, or literary jealousy, beneath 
my notice. It is men, too, that I can scorn ‘the weak- 
ness of complaint,’ and avoid the ‘bitterness of re- 
proach;’ but where I have esteemed and loved, I 
cannot dr«»s my language, either oral or scriptural, 
in cold civility, or feigned kindness. 

If I had thought, as you do, that the suppression of 
i^entment was an owed delicacy and du^ of fiiend- 
ship. I must have retrejated from our inthnacy in 
cold 

m 
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1 am sorry that illness prevented your coming to 
Buxton. Yours is a life of great value, and it is caae 
of your first, perhaps your very fiot duty, to attend to 
)N»ursdlf in ail thii^ which respect your health. 

We remove from nence to Matlock to-morrow seven- 
night, and purpewe staging there a week. If you can, 
widtout the least haaard, come over to either place, 
whBe I am a sojourner there, I hope you will; and I 
thank you and Dr. S. for your kind invitation to myself 
and Sman; but we are four of us, for my man and maid 
are with me; aU your sons being at home, must make 
•0 large an Edition to your already targe family, very 
istoonvenient. It is not your kindly struggling to sup- 
pveni the testimonies of that inconvenience wnkh can 
nrment my sense of its inevitable existence. There- 
and only therefore, is it that I cannot think of 
tiikhgymirKu 

, we^ was, in the last fatal year, the final wes^ 

Its Thursday^ dk 
innsvasary when vahadtos fear evfsr the fple 
though but Meal, ccmsolatkm of my db- 
yi^ somethin^ to be ahk to 
v jNliF Id tosdtf ^ Tim day t^vemonth Saville exilted, 
* ttatmttm b^^^th* tuM witb dte qpd^tiy 
db to B^ven, and of hope to oonlinne 
sb|d: 'ckshbreh; bet^to 
‘'^Hi.iiki'amn/:next’Th»a^^ e/^akm 

lldic^ Ik 

;|WD^ld]lty> ^ bs/amm 
SKissidbr«.dlsi^ Mil 

jbl -.Bitlll' ' '' i M 


Ir 
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at three o’clock, in my dressing-room. Many weeks 
had passed since I had heard from her. She was 
travelling alone to Eccleshall, and fortunately escaped 
encountering the malicious gnome of the Close, whose 
persecuting actions, false and slanderous assertions, 
sanguinary politics, intolerant and Pharisaic religion, 
form a tmue of contradictions to that Christianity 


whose name is ever on his lips and never in bis heart. 
Our interview was stolen and dangerous, and her 
escape from him fortunate. He turned out of the 
Deanery Court when she was approaching, at fifty 
yards’ distance. Lucidly, he did not turn his head tin 
she was safe within my gates. She stayed but one 
hour. Even on its rapid course you were not for- 
gotten, and she bid me remember her to you, with 
every kindness, when next I wrote. She showed me 
the beautiful sonnet, which you had addressed to her, 
‘The Guansey li I was permitted to detain, that 
I lii%ht tr jmscri^ it. Very beautiful it 


eoM and tempestuous horizon. Her virtues 
njsqare imputed to her as feul% 

wr^ her ever innocent puisuits 

her time wasted upon SivolOns 
:pi^p|i-|(i',hi^>Hfe..'' Thus the-'yeans Of her,:youtiiL,r#l:' 
Mi^i^lliiWted, stupefied, coercai,' 

cm esdy hope emancipatiem..- "WMk 
camion, ‘where 'the wicked cease 
where the w^^ry are at r^t,*".shte.is^ 
to -the thought of 
chains wb&h may be 
)||Sth-.|pi?ea!te, probaWlity- 
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of great fortune, no kindred spirit teaches her love and 
promises her liberty. I have sometimes, on our 
seldom rorif4*ponrlctjce, uiged her, for my sake, as 
well as foi her own, to cease fiom thus encasing her 
affections in he; but she is inexoiable on the theme. . . , 


hfiss V , 

Matiotk, Aug, 2, iHuj, -i o’clock. 

My dear friend, the fatal, fatal day is ct»n»‘! -yet 
live hours «if life, and health, and hope, remained in 
all the cunning flattery of natuie, {iromising dutatkm! 
I have l)cen pouring forth the anguish of this day’s 
sensations to her who sprung front hint, whose extinc- 
tion at evening, spread over the sun, to these eyes, the 
impervious veil of desolation. AfuT .short and inter- 
rupted slumbeis, unblcssctl by any distinct idea of my 
soul's chosen friend, on that the anniversary of his 
Isut human sleep, I waked at day*dawn. - Alas! with 
what sensations, my dear friend's congenial imagina- 
tion will but too faithfully conceive! It will truly tell 
her that 1 count the hours, the minutes, with all the 
woe, if not the horror, with which the condemned 
cdimmal enumerates them on the day of e:^ution. 
Ihii hour twelvemonth, how little did I think that, 
(AEO the evening closed, that voice, which was speaking 
eo me in the sweetest smd mc»t sprightly tones, woum 
he mute for ever in this worldl - those graceful 
flnttiirei, beaming with intellect and affectum, maritedi 
Ibr pm, by dreary ghastly inanity, for the dark aad 
mxpm house. O imserahle, miserable cemsetousneM, 

& {! foowns away peace and comfort fiom my 
1 The iubifitii and curtained rodbf on which i 
gme, have echoed his harmonious voios 
Amp*» beandfiil hundtif song ** "With hounds 
will Incti Tfi waiuMi the day/ That haupy 
lige nliMiM 
olfiilliNNitlim 
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made an excursion to this romantic scene, and its en- 
virons. With what spirit, what gaiety, did he pour that 
strain amid the echoing mountains! My impatient 
irrational soul yet, at moments, refuses to believe that 
never human ear shall listen to those tones again! 

O! this swarm, not only of strangers, but of people 
to whom individually our attention is due! How that 
necessity corrodes the melancholy and aching heart! - 
but the seclusion of this dreaded day has been, and 
shall be inviolate; - only to those will I speak, who 
can understand the language of my woes - who will 
imagine it ere it rises to their eye on this paper. Ere 
long it may meet my dear friend’s eyes, if I receive a 
letter that shall bid it seek her - and teach it whither 
to travel. 

I sent you a long epistle yesterday, and hope it will 
reach you safely. It is near three! - my kind friend’s 
thoughts, I know, travel with mine the dreary journey 
of this day’s hours. Adieu! Adieu! - to silent smd 
every minute augmenting anguish, be the remaining 
portion consigned! 

Some few words added,- it is now near four! - and 
these eyes had looked their last! - but all uncon- 
sciously - to him or myself; for yet, yet he lived in 
healdi and hope! O could I have divined! - but it is 
a mercy that I did not; that my terror and anguish 
disturbed not his few departing moments! 

It has struck eight -all was over! -and my last 
gleam of comfort from the reflection I mentioned to 
you, and on which my spirit clung, is passed away! 
FatweU till I hear from you again, my sweet friend, 
who wjuld so fain console me, the forlorn of heart - 
but that &te forbids! 

Mrs. Mary Powys, 

Winterbourne, Oct. i8, 1804. 

C 3 ^ my road hither, the 14th of last month, I 
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dUpdtchfd a loHg letter to jou fioni Newport. An 
ajpprehcnwon hauiils me th.it it may possibly be lost 
tiirouj^h the t arelrssiicw. of the tnailHoarhman, who 
promised to put it into the posi-oHue at Bristol; 
but I wdl not, till I know Us fate, ucapituiatc the 
eonients. 

Pleased with the naal toinfoits ami at live exeriiom 
of my Utile fiieiui, in hei habitation of ant ient days, I 
have p.isse€{ rny tune mmli to mv satisfattion. A 
ptueiit sjMrll, lumesir, tiuss im fi<iiu htr during a 
fortnight of the elapsed five weeks. 

I was surpiised, on ai riving heir, to find myself only 
eighteen milt's distant from my long-valued and be- 
loved Mr. VVhallcy. When he last wrote to me I had 
not formed tlic dcsi|j[n of prtxeeding so far into 
Gloucestershire, and his letter .stated a design of going 
to Cheltenham early in this month, cm account of his 
deeply-impaired health. For that reason I did not 
mean to inform him of my near approat h. He heard 
of it, however, from a lady in thb neighbourhood, and 
wrote immediately to press my hastening to his seat 
tuinoii^t the Mendip mountains; said he had resigned 
all idea of Cheltenham this year, and that he longed 
to intradttce me to his lately-married lady. 

I went Iddther on the aoth of September. Thirteesi 
yawn ago I passed six wem in that Alpine habitation. 
jncuKtmBf wtaldi and fine taste have ^ce tram* 
Itemujid a$id entajEved an dkgant cottage on the brow 
iw MMlip to an Italian villa, superbly fimudbed; at- 
lioMi away way his ateep and lawny walla; and 
jteol bdfbve hia home, and to Its wlmle kngdi, a 
Twifim vaanda. It is the loveliest iirc)iitieett»al 
I «var timvenMd, peoiUixly cakulatol duo 
vlHry eievadoii on whkh (ho staMh>| 

odivtiiie of which it ehastiiesk.iiijid 
Kly xifmmk wncAi iwspil tjn 

iaik Akin iiau 
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floor, we step out into the gay veranda. Those con- 
sist of two drawing-rooms and a boudoir. The arches 
of the veranda are light iron-work, painted green. Its 
breadth allows three to walk abreast. The shelving 
roof is also painted green, the floor a mosaic sale-cloth; 
the circular seats at the end have each a large pier- 
glass, reflecting a part of the beautiful vale below; the 
coved-sides are fine painted glass. Twenty-four large 
china jars were filled with autumnal flowers, and one 
of them placed under every arch. All the sitting- 
rooms are on the second floor; servants apartments 
on the ground floor; but no culinary operations 
m*e carried on there. To this villa urbana there 
is a villa rustica, which is the cook’s region. It is 
placed sixty steps lower, and hid amongst trees, a 
covered-way leading from it to the Arcadian palace 
above. That is seen from the vale below for two miles 
on the great western road from Bristol, and it looks as 
if it had dropt from the clouds; and indeed when we 
stand in the veranda, or look from the bed-room 
windows on the third floor, we seem suspended be- 
tween earth and heaven, and inhale an atmosphere 
peculiarly sublimated. 

The vme below is of twelve miles extent, ere the 
amber waves of the Bristol Channel divide Ei^land 
from the Cambrian shores. Lesser hills, rich woods, 
lawns, and fields, a profusion of gentlemen’s seats, with 
villages, ‘half hid in tufted trees,’ with their steeples or 
lowers, vouch for the enjoyment of social pleasures, 
aird for the national advantage of great population. 
TlMfre k a noble dining-room backwards, on the second 
Storey, adorned by fine metures; the glory of which is 
a portrait of Mrs, Siddons, by Hamilton, 

It |i a speaki^, a bcautifid, an exquisite likened, by 
iirito her chmmmg face and figure, drawn in the 
pfliae ©f her life and beauty, should go down to 
She fe in the tharacter of Hul’s Zara, at 
285 
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ihr nw»inri»t in uhifh sh«* «xr!aitns ivnh extended 
hand^, 

*( in It Im Ovmin ^pfaks and ^pfulc. to Zara?' 

hni 1 hi\r iF*t tinir to pi cm ml in ms tlfirnpiion of 
iIjh |{fan<l 1 iloon, noi of ihr ohuIi td that poetic 
imaRtnation v»hnh fornnil thr wtiod-vuld walks, 
.iMutdim' . 111(1 d(S(f»ilm|/ the s^l\.In strips, or of the 
grrt ti tcii»»i« sshnh /ones tlir whoU nionnf.uii to an 
of tlutr ipi.ntrrs of a imli , comnianding a 
pfr|K*lual (hangr f*f thr ‘ernrrs brnrath 

I staid at M« iidip*I/xlgr t(u tlass. Its new mis- 
irm IS gentle, kind, and Rmnl, .utd scmihlr, though 
reserved, thire othei ladiis weir ol ntii party 
I ga/ed annind, whenner 1 went, whatever I saw, 
with tearful, though admiring e^es, for O! to those 
rheumung sttnes, dear lost .Sasille had licen often 
invited i»y Mr. Whallev; always purjxwcd going - 
aynd now! alas* the lonsi tousness that his eyes ran 
never behold them, weighed about my heart and 
dhrouded their beauties. 

At Mm. Hannah More’s, who lives in that valley, 
1 jpaned one morning, and she was once at Menchp 
while I ttaid there. Her friend, the Countess of 
oune wdth her. 

Alkar a twelve yearn estrangement from Sophia 
WltthMRi thiMt wai, Mrs. Pennington that is, Mr. 
HfMey tmdeilodc to reconcile us, divided as we had 
tseeh hy ah SsmmtKHisnae on my part, which 1 thought 
»e«MMWy to mt wel&re, but which her spirit was too 
lyt t» Wa. She lives at the Hot Welhi, Bristol, 
|l « tyohian pf hdmirabte talents, and gracefiii 
MIMiKih She imeelyed me widi teare of jretimdiig 
Pill ihkd $>m ttieoii^leaieiit win perftel. She matte 
^ m tw teh a tew days o» my way 
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Maria>- and Emmeline, of Edgeworths-Town, both 
settled in that city, sought me wim much kindness, and 
spoke with apparent delight of my attentions to them 
in their infancy, and of the horns they called happily 
spent beneath my father’s roof. They have heard 
recently from poor Lovel. Alas! he is still in the 
clutches of the detestable tyrant, Buonaparte, and 
complains heavily of the xmwholesome climate of 
Verdun. Mrs. Beddows is like her mother, but 
neither she nor her sister, Mrs. King, have any traces 
of their father. I thought them agreeable, but a few 
hours do not enable us to know if people talk from a 
reservoir or a spring. I inquired after them on 
arriving at Mrs. Pennington’s, but should not have 
sought them, uncertain of my reception, had they not 
sought me. The consciousness that they passed several 
years under the care of my soul’s dear Honora, gave 
me an insuppressive interest in seeing, and in listening 
to them. They drew back the curtains of the past. 
I bend my homeward course to-morrow; but shall not 
reach Lichfield in less than ten days, having promised 
Mr. Mitchel to resume his habitation as I go back. 
Adieu! 


Walter Scott, Esq,., 

Lichfield, March 7, 1805. 

Dear Sir, - It is not easy for me to express how 
poi|;nant my sense of the literary obligations with 
whidh, you have honoured me. The Lay of the 
Last Minstrel valuably enhances those high-prized 
treasures. 

My last letter to you, in August 1803, written while 
a competent share of health was mine, and while hope 
tod peace were inmates of my b<Mom, was closed and 
seat away beneath the sudden death which tore from 

S87 
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me health, and peace, and every e<irtUly hope. Indis- 
pf’nsablc hminess prev&ini; upon mv attention, and 
riaiming my exertion when ni> sliocked wul needed 
rc'tt, probably brought on, by degrees, the present 
excess of a inaladv to whicli I have been subiert these 
many past >cars, a dir/iness of head, in more or less 
degree, aHsa>s u}Km me, and whuh has, since the 
25th of Ouober last, increased with dangerous force, 
amounting to sudtlen paiovssms, in which all the 
surrounding objects seem falling into chaos. These 
paroxysms are brought on b) esers’ attempt to stoop 
my head to read 01 write with any continuance. 
Thm am I obliged to employ an amanuensis for my 
letters, and to procure a friend to read to rne audibly 
whatever I wish to peruse; not can I sustain, without 
danger, a continued atteiiticm, and still less a chain 
of intense thinking. B)r this strange mystei ious malady, 
which medtetne has tried to combat in vain, die rem* 
itant of my days is destined to a gloomy suspension of 
every intellectual industry. 

Rev. R. Fellowes, 

Lichfield, May 92 , 1805. 

It sooths me that you re^t the not having vova^t 
mv personal society while only a distance of dui^ 
mues disdded m. Frocxastiimnon steals away, fh>m 
dine to dme, our interestii^ purposes; till, and pOTba{xi 
iniddieitlyi tinfbreseen events exxur, which render them 
u i i ntt a fa a b lte, and leave the future to reproach the 
pmt A de^ r^roads for the weakness of delay 
wlMMleml 1 meant omission, do the yean lirevocably 
ied ihake to my nsjoainii^ life. I suffered cirotm* 
ffeniiM %irhieli I might have cnerrukd, to siii^ieitd cuie 
m ffee deateit plam of my hearty tiU it sunk ha dm 

E vo of a fe$«aidsto$ a locw devote 
m flidi addk deBi^t, eamiol 

aH 
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Miss Ponsonby, 

Lichfield, June 13, 1805. 

With a trembling hand, my beloved Miss Ponsonby, 
do I lake up the pen to thank you for a thrice kind 
letter. It had not remained several weeks unacknow- 
ledged, but for this terrible malady of the head, which 
has oppressed me with so much severity during the 
interim. I think it must soon lay me low. Not at 
my time of life does the constitution, pushed from its 
equipoise by long enduring disease, regain it amid the 
struggles. 

Immediately on receiving your last, I sent for 
Modoc; b;^ far the most captivating work of its genu- 
inely inspired author. Unable to read myself, Miss 
Susan Seward gave its poetic wonders to my charmed 
ear, in her just and pleasing, though not very varied 
recitation. Soon after we had gone through it, she 
left me, and my friend, Miss Fern, became my guest. 
She reads verae with dramatic eloquence, and the 
most harmonious cadence. Insatiate with a single 
hearing, though so recently gratified, I requested her 
to pour again upon my eager attention, its heart-felt 
interests and graces. Yet more than by the first im- 
pression was I delighted. 


Our young friend Ga^ has published his translation 
of Dante’s Ir^erm. It is thought the best which has 
appearai, and the sale goes on well. He presets a 
copy to yourself and Lady Eleanor, and I trust you 
ivm recave it soon. 

The Itfmo is a great storehouse of poetic imaga, 
but almost all of them have come down to us in 
Spotieerir Milton, and other poetSj so that the chief 
mmswsma, this volume gives me is from my tracing 
fiM plagiariains which have been made from it by mme 
iikt#s»(n^ and pleasing bards than Dante; rince there 
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is little for the heart, or even for the turimity as to 
stor>, iit this prwni. Then the plan is most clumsily 
airanged: Vir«;i!, and thiee talkniR qnaflnipcds, the 
guides; an odtl assotiathm. 

The ixHt, heing In'* own heio, imoHrs, by ueeejisity, 
an unpWsing riuantus ftfegfuism, while the perpetual 
question aiifl anssser, mi Iohr fommued, proses very 
wTarvini{ sstth its eiiiile s ‘s.iid 1,’ ami Said he’. Then 
.such a suKcsMon of torments for }x»ttr frail mortals! 
such hmiliiiR, gashing, IVer/ing, and s% hit ling! ! Ter- 
ror, terror, noiliing hut tenor, ami (o no fxissihle use, 
since its desi ription obtains no faith by whkh to repel 
temjptalion and purify morals. I mist (lary has done 
justice to his nrigmal, sinre in his numbers the poetry 
is often grand. 

What a triumph for the muses, and for the rismg 
century, that one year has pniduced the liest transla- 
tion octant of a classic so renowned, and two such 
original epic poems, at the Lay of the laut Minstrel, 
and the Madoe! flow do their iinbormwed rhanra 


ftproach the envious and narrow-minded asserters 
tmt the well-spring of genuine poetry is exhausted! 
Such detractors always did and always will exist. 
Owls love to maike a noon-day darkness. 

What strange times arc these! Tlie king and family 
are expected very shortly in this town. It is possible 
they may diance to kxik at these episcopal apartments 
ndiie, and its gardens. I cannot appear before 
ikem dl as X am, and unable to stand still even half a 
mhuttei though X can walk without much diUkulty 
in the receism of my disorder. This is the fourth 
jklim of Ifotribuid who virio our dty. Its three pte^ 
guests were not fortunate. Riebasd the 
INk^ dept in Xichfield <m his road from Xrelandi 
|MI isns Iwibse Ids deppdtscm; Charles die fitit in a 
‘iit icm of hi imlbrtisnate wars, udien he was 
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time ere he shot from his royal sphere. No one, how- 
ever, will dare to whisper to our present monarch, 
that a Lichfield sojourn may be ominous. 


To—. 

Lichfield, Jan. 27, 1806. 

At last 

‘The extravagant and erring spirit hath hied 
To his dark confine,’ 

covered with the lavished blood of slaughtered millions, 
and answerable for the anguish of millions surviving 
to mourn the slain.^ 

Dr. Parr, the wise and eloquent, called upon me 
after we had dined, on Tuesday last, staid an hour, 
and afterwards joined our party at Mr. Muckleston’s 
for the remainder of the evening. He was accom- 

S anied by his intelligent fellow-traveller, Mr. Green. 

»r. Parr’s articulation, always thick and hurried, is 
now, b)f the loss of his teeth, become almost wholly 
unintelligible to my time-duUed ear. The intense 
attention with which I bent my head to listen while 
he talked, and the fumes of his pipe of tobacco, proved 
so injurious to my disorder, that the next day I had 
three slight paroxysms of my alarming dizziness; just 
such as you saw brought on at your house, when Miss 
— ’s tide of loquacity about nothing, deluged our 
quadrille table. 

Our friend, the Doctor, has a habit of striking his 
clenched hand on the table while he declaims, which 
contributes to drown his confluent utt^ance. He 
talks of coming to me on his return from Manchester. 
Ahl if I was in health, what pleasure should I have in 
lecdNdcg Mm! - but in my present state of malady, 
* Altoi&tt to tbe dea& of Mr. Htt. 

eg I 
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RhotiW hr stay many days, I shall br thr martyr of my 
anxiety t<i hear him, ami ttf an atmosphere so iryurious 
to my perilotis disorder. Indeed, dear friend, f am in 
a state to which the mmost qniet is necessary, and I 
am now trviiifi! tr> repair the mist hiefs of that evening 
bv a large blister on my liead; that evening, in which 
I sat like Tantalus in the riser, trying to catch the 
stream of oratory wliich perpetually eluded my efforts. 


Dr. WlIATl.RY, 

Lichfield, April 2 , i8o6, 

... To my ronception.s, no instance, t>f infatua- 
tion can excite my svondcr more than to find you, my 
dear friend, amongst the infatuated idolaters^ of his 
country’s destroyer, ‘ and the incendiary of Europe, 
goading it on and on in the bloody paths of rum. 
For one million, which his only wise measure, the 
Sinking Fund, has saved Great nritain, his system of 
dark revenge and pitiless slaughter has squandered 
ten. 

That money was not Mr. Pitt’s personal coveting is 
Btde merit. Paying nobody, he had no use for it, and 
nuofoing did he care for the distress of hii crediton. 
If he did not embexale the public treasures for hb 
nr^te use, he, with perhaps worse guilt, lavished 
tiaRn in briMng others to support his criminal lust of 
pmmat. You acaue me of hating Mr. Pitt. Filled 
m mf soul has been dnee the year lyc^ with Involun- 
tary and ini|a«dtidioed horror at the death and deaoh^ 
ifotit smd onrttoa misery, with whidh he has loaded 
^ and blasted the foir prosperity of these wijwv 

dondidonii how can 1 avoid detesdnf im 

■00 0 ^ 

fmM iilio 
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The consequences of his last plan of desperation, 
predicted in my letter, the arguments I brought to 
demonstrate the moral certainty of its failure, you tell 
me, in rraly, do not deserve either the name of reason- 
ing or of arguments Alas! the event has deeply con- 
firmed their claim to nationality. It appears by the 
papers, relative to that mad coalition, which have 
^en laid before the House of Commons, and to which 
Mr. Pitt’s partisans looked for his justification in 
attempting it, that the instigator himself confessed, 
the junction of a force five hundred thousand strong, 
to be assembled from remote parts of Europe, was 
necessary to give it a chance of success. Was it in 
common sense to conceive that Napoleon would not 
prevent the conjunction of such a force? Was he the 
man supinely to suffer it? 

Hiat minister’s death should not have been natural 


but expiatory, who had staked, on such a wild un- 
chsuacterbtic possibility, the iidinite increase of danger 
to qountty, and the utter loss of those small re- 
mains of power^^^^^w his ferther plans had left to 
Aiffitria, to the German Principalities, and to a part 
of It^y. You say this nd^rable plan averted French 
iawito ftom these shores last sumnaer. 
if wa« only to find ‘short intermi^ion brought ydfii 
dwger* - a danger wMch, but for Mr. Pitt, 
have approached these islands. Had be, 
-'rfi oming , the: baffled ^ nations^ ' whhffl": had .un- 

' France, -as ■;they, ;diSEne|ii* 
i had he stood forffl fflc pjtoife 

ffle incendiary, and averted the horrid coq<^„ 
hoetie troops had^ever menaced 'our c^a|[pes« cHi; 


Miditm too fate 
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do fuliil thr of oiu of ihf lutlv pi(>phrts, ‘God 

fjriit niAkr^ matl thr iiAtir>» lit uit .ui't Us tUstro^ for its 
^^ifkrdneis ' llir wroii/s <tf I'ol.md. thr shot king 
mpistJtr of th»' mplr .illiiint* aR.un t ili.it unhappy 
toiintn, tomiiitr uu ili.it I htiiohl iht .nrnging arm 
of Mta\ru t»uii.shm« lUr iminh lou*. litunanv. and 
thfii siantK hi* h.uh.iroiis ,*h\, on ihr field of 
Austrrhl/ 'ihe ^vimhifl I’lif w.u its nisirument m 
goading ihem tin !<» thtii rttnlmi.uv doom, .iiid in 
avenging Fol.unt upon h« i lots Soomi or later, 
Pruwia will l«* nnoKrrI m ilttu d< stun Huh is the 
bloody thalitr ititirntti to tht lips of the tiud 
Pardon me, niy fritntl, that the miseries 1 liewail 
have again nv ii u» inv |m n. W hi ii we meet, if it 
pleaie God that we nri meet, i svil! endeavour to 
restrain the hitter (oust louiiness ftont forcing itself on 
your angry attention. 

Rvv. RoHKRt Fri i owia, 

Uchheld, May 31, 1806. 

Mr. Wordswoith has undoubtedly genius, and 
cbarmiitff ]^ages are to be found in ms verse; but 
OB the Wnw, it ts not hrst rate; ofiien meanly familiar, 
iad ahnost as often turgid and olMcure; tiierefore 1 
coBnoe dunk his iudgment and decisions diould be 
{midlciliy receivea. He is right in observu^, that 
die use of common life nmple language in verse, ii 
a beauty, but not r%ht m extfsiding that 
HBB to ill modes of idiraseology within the linuta of 
die inta a Bd to g, the diigttstjsif , and the ui^gimmiiiatic. 

Rjkv. RiOii. SvxRi of Westalia, 

^ ychSeki June 96, { 8 o 0 . 

I hmttiKindtAM the dear friend 

Beitf mine. Khidvcdcmil^ 
iw dMt yokes of later yeaii. TImyitho 
liliillliili to hid, lad d^ 

mikjk. 
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in the animation of conscious remembrance concerning 
the events and associates of my blossomed life; of those 
customs and manners which have so changed their 
character. Art and labour have given richness to 
cultivation, taste has made every garden a landscape, 
and architecture has expanded and adorned our man- 
sions. Our young females are all artists. They draw, 
and paint, and play, sing, and dance, with professional 
skill, and nothing but the understanding and the heart 
are left incultivate. The sensibilities are sacrificed 
to cold vanity, ambition, and the desire of exhibiting. 
Thus the charming simplicity, the fervour, and wild 
graces of youth are lost, which shone in the companions 
of my blossoming years. Is this truth, or the ^y- 
dream of waning life, which gilds the past with imag- 
inary light, and wraps the present in gloom not less 
ideal? Health and parental hopes give yonr mind 
better employment than ‘gathering with me the wintry 
wreaths of regret, and pouring the dirge of departed 
days’. 

Adieu! 

Rev. H. F. Cary, 

Lichfield, May lo, 1807. 

More immediately should I have noticed the Kind 
contents of your letter, had it arrived at a less inter- 
esting juncture. At two that day, Friday last, the 
poedesmy great Walter Scott came ‘like a sun-beam 
to my dwelling’. I found him sturdily maintaining 
the necessity of limiting his inexpressibly welcome 
visit to the next day’s noon. You will not wonder 
that I could spare no minutes from hours so predous 
and so few. 

Ah! fortunate if one of your filial sojourns h^e had 
|Hov«^ frw means of introducing my poetic friends to 
each other. Such presentations are amongst my 
heart's luxuries. Rcspectuig lister, that possiwhty 
mt» wilhm one day of having occurred; he called upon 

m 
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mr on l‘hurwia> moiiniiK, and rrturnrd to Armytage 
aftrr ir.i. 

Thii proiideM lK»aM ot thr C«ilfdonian miw i' tali, 
and lathrr lohust ilum sirndrr, hut lame sn ilip same 
maniK'i a> Mr Ha'vlf^, and »i a gr^atfr mrasurr. 
Nrithrr thr (ruiKnir (d his fair, ma \< t his ffatum, 
arc clcgaiu; hin iompIcMoii luallliv, and somewhat 
lair, without IiUmuii. Wr lind tin suimilarits ofbrtmn 
hair and r>c-hiAlas, witli Ihixcit rvchrims, ami a roun- 
trnamr opui, ingenuous, and iMinvedrnt When 
wrioiisly tons rising, oi cainrstH attrniisc, though hh 
ryn arc rather ol a lightish grc>, deep thought w on 
their lidii; he iotilim ts his brow, and the ia>8 of genius 

S team aslant from the oilis beneath them. An upper* 
p, too long, prevents his mouth from tseing dcridedly 
handsome, but the sweetest em<inaiions of lennpcr and 
of heart play about it when he talks t heerailly, or 
mules; and, in company, he is much oftener than 
contemplative, Itis cons'crsation, an overfKiwing 
fountain of brilliant wit, appemte allusion, and playful 
aurchness, while, on serious themes, it is nervous and 
dbquent. The accent decidedly Scotch, yet by no 
fneam broad. On the wliole, no exprotation is dis* 
tfCNrinhed, which his poetry must oucite in all who 
the powtxt and the graces of Aonian tnspiratkm. 
Hot astcinijfoing than was Johnson’s metiKMry 
it tluM; of Mr, Scott; luce Johnson auo, his recitatfon u 
tym aaosiotonous and viotmt to do justice either to fals 
mm (XT that of others. You are ahnost the 

fMBly poet 1 whose reading is entirely Just to Mi 

lAlliite ttadi Mr* Miimstes brealcfosted with ui m 
f oioiitiitt. One hoiDr oidy t m l w r e tiud which 
1^ 1^ our northocEi huniniixy* by 

iHirfriiTw itMm Jfrffffc lli8 fM i i tfiffili itii 

mmm wiHI 

ill Wt titl Itii tilt 

jiiMb Itfk iiii tlhfo# #lidb uttit jUt# 
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Simpson. The 
^^^Shted m all by the unaffected 
charms of his mind and manners. He had diverged 
many mucs from his intended track of return from our 
capital, to visit me ere he repassed the Tweed. Such 
visi s are the most high-prized honours which my 
writings have procured for me. ^ 


Mrs. Blore of Edenzor, Derbyshire, 

K/r 1 L , August 8, 1807, 

My sad heart feels all the kindness of your continuing 
to address me on each annual day, stamped with the 
dire event, to address me with remembrances so con- 
^cratmg. It feels also with increased, instead of 
tnmimshed pangs, the melancholy accumulation of 
the distancing years. Every one, as it passes, seems 
to push the dear image of our lost lamented friend into 
dimmCT regions of the past. 

Dming the first twelvemonth of my privation I 
xound a ntoumful sweetness in being able to say to 
myself, — tms day last year the friend of my soul 
ulununated this city, his own dear Lichfield, the walls 
and smrounding bowers of ray habitation. Then 
came the dread anniversary to rob me of that precious 
ccmscKrasness; and the ‘this day two years,* to which it 
jwuced me, broi^ht a doubling sense of privation. 
Time added a third year, and dismally widened the 
gulf Mtween the present and the past - and now a 
fomln M ^rae, and many are the inhabitants of a city 
whose teghtest ornament through a long period he 
■vm, many that never bchdd, never listened to him. 
That js another painM consequence of the flight of 
txme; amd OI since it is not in the powesr of that uni- 
iwai werwhelmcr to purii him mom my menmry, 
the madow of those vast win^, darkening the deswr 
wnge yet more and mere, increases the poignauce of 
my i«|PSt8. How dreary, bow chilling ooM is this 
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iwcci alio to reign over the hearts of his audioice,- 
mll be able to employ his thoughts on the conjuptkm 
of verbs, and the toil of iransbiion, to gather husks 
of lemming, when the seed-time and harvest-time of 
inl^cy has passed by. Kemble is a scholar and a 
fine actor, but bis sisier is a finer, and knows no lan- 
guage but her own. 

I was dclighictl to observe that Henry Betty’s 
wonderful and unremiiied exertions have not injured 
hb constitution. His Ix’autiful complexion has die 
deep gbw of health, and his eyes its clearest lustre. 
His appetite is keen as Gil Bias’; he grows fast, and is 
|dttinp «nd stout, and his voice is recovering fast firem 
til ’mannish crack,’ as Sliakespearc calls it. One of 
the players told me that it had greatly improved in 
tlm peixatding six weeks. Chi its first break be should 
lurye beeii removed from the stage^ UU it had accjtnied 
iMsesiglh and fidnessoftone. 1 tedeve it wiU be g v<^ 
volee^^ have talwn up dmidea^^d^ 

Is t^piled, and p^haps the prgtsdice vdtt be hard dt 
:raBand^:''v^ <dlen/ doei:,:exadlaac^ oemdsat 
'|i|| i | ee> , iw.’t wiwi l' '' 

i jyf lit Ihnes and retiuns hii Kmltli, tdybeai of 
mar of that transcendait 
. ami I have no dodbt but he 
ymd'7:iintveivid. actor. ' His: Loony' 
np^cnoe of Gacskk’t Abel lJrn||M 
tosouTi no^oif ImpM. 
mfimmm, Jb set hb^autSeaiarlaM. 
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block, and bending wth agonised tenderness over his 
swooning wife, displayed to us all the versatility of his 
powers. 

Surely Wordsworth must be mad was ever the 
poet Lee. Those volumes of his, which you were so 
good to give me, have excited, by turns, my tender- 
ness and warm admiration, my contemptuous aston- 
ishment and disgust. The two latter rose to their 
utmost height while I read about his dancing dalFodils, 
ten thousand, as he says, in high dance in the breeze 
beside the river, whose waves dance with them, and 
the poct*s heart, we are told, danced too. Then he 
proceeds to say, that in the houra of pensive or of 


dances with them again. 

Surely if his worst foe had chc^en to caricature this 

: I* . .1*. .J. 


tuaHy! Whenever Iklr. Wordworth natimpy 
k^ c^ims the iQtteh and the Falling 

to the Spade of a Friend; Written on 
Water Bridge; The Sailor’s Mothw; thi^ 
of the sonnets, and above dl the liee;^ 
©E^erer, which is a perfectly original and strilS^ 
plBiw. If be had written imthing else, that compb^ 
statnp hiip a poet of 33d conirt^ 
^mamnet^^^ on Wostnunster 
m^ectxsd, and grandly picturesque.^ . 
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jtKiclii rx<rllriHr h.uinu u I'hni hi' rar, U profumi 
mr ihr honmii ifs ao*hor'i un i o jh tin inn t*. He 
ms rintirrn «iijhI indunuonit hv Hiafvjng, that 
ihr profits on ,i %e,u‘4 <4lr o} that itlourun porrn, 
amoiintfd to I, p 17 t , a firrp <h »;» mp to the national 
wrn'tthilj|\ aufl pulttmrnt 

<'n!us, ^^hf> are Pithrr irn apahlp of fprlinif poetic 
hranfv, anti nn^iakr Miblitnitv for Imrnha't, or fraudu- 
lemly ^(thhohl the ptaiiMr thr\ kno\> to Iw due, arc 
alike the fon of individiud treniui, and of the national 
rrwlit, when thu< thev lalxtnr to loh a fir«-rate poet 
of fortune and of early «e!ehrit\ What rateqmlani 
in the hrigtit rewes of fax-try, what waiifw and hornets 
on the feet of Clolossa! literature, are wrh impotent, 
or such dishonrst decider*! 

If I live 1 shall hope to see you again my guest, and 
for a longer period than that of your ftrit, and recent 
and dearly welrnme visit, with all that kindneu of 
heart and hilarity of spirit which are so much your 
own, and which act upon our ffrlings like a May-day 
nm. Adieu! 


Mis. Stokss, 

Lichfield, Oct. *5, 1807. 

At 4 a yes, it was my friend whom you saw on the liM 
si die wounded.-- flastinn is wounded intparably, 
not nuMTtaBy; mutOaied In the prime of youtn- 
dd nainhood, fenr he is not yet thirty-three; the firiiiett» 
mil ye* dhe j^dest I^t that ever animate a {deaditg 
med uppaKsedti fibmi. You were duurmed by the intcih 
gpw df hSi eeuntenaitce, the imalGMsted gntee oChii 
iMMii wid the nutic of Ids voice £1 ^pefi]dii| 
Miilii nMi Mdbcl lii luliidb von tt/ii/vwim 

JimiiM 

m 
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You ask me now of his story, and I shall give it you 
briefly as I may. -Captain Hastings, of the 82nd 
regiment of foot, is a distant branch of Lord Moira’s 
family*, his only inheritance a gentleman’s education 
and his .sword. When .scarcely more than twenty-one 
he married a young Scotch lady, of gentle birth, but 
without fortune. Her sweetness of temper, energy of 
conduct, and the cheerful fortitude with which she 
sustained a lingering and painful disease, which she 
knew to be mortal, rendered her eminently worthy of 
that gallant and noble heart which she so devotedly 
posse.ssed. 

It is three years and a half since Mrs. Hastings came 
to Lichfield with her husband, in a deep and hopelejB 
decline. He attended General Pigot as his aide-de- 
camp, who is here for the district. Their three infant 
girls were left at school near Edinburgh. To their 
mother’s hapless situation the General remitted Cap- 
tain Hastings’s official duties. Through a whole year 
he watched, a ministrant angel, by the couch of (he 
sweet sufferer, not leaving her for a single hour, till, 
from all its painful struggles, the beatified spirit mared 
away. 

Before time brings its healmg aid, no considerations 
can assuage tlic anguish of everlasting s^aradon from 
a being exquisitely dear. Poor Hastings’s sorrows 
bore witness to that truth; yet he paid the last duties, 
following the mournful procession with a step of 
assumed firmness, though it trembled amid the struck, 
and with a pale fece of tearless agony. When, bending 
over the dropt coffin, Ms eyes looked their last, the 
teaw, that would no longer be restrained, fell in floods 
on die platai. 

Lost to every sunrounding object (and many people 
were preseaat), it at kngth became nectary to wm 
tak di^patlni*. At the voice of admonition 1 » starro 
vHUdly# and rushed hack to his near lodgings. On 
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cmisring them he fainted away, and, on itxovoriiif^ 
shut htmteif up in his apartment, nor would sae, durii^ 
three days, his most intimate friends, but received Mi 
food ihtbugh the halfopencti door. 

The imtant he could be prevailed upon to quit the 
scene of his fong-mduring woo, General Pigot 
to him an apa^mrnt in his bouse, and he reedyed 
from him and from his ladv oery kind and soothing 
attention. A four-montJw leave of absence wjm sotm 
srmnted, to pass them in Scotland with his children. 
Be returned in amended health and spirits. The stiU 
vcHce of cmtscience was doubtless as oil upon the wavei 
of an^tdi. 

Widely different in age, yet a similarity in our 
fiimry tasie has umted widi my sympathy in i|& 
tKMiro^ formed a friemlship bctweoo Captafo 

IfrUtthm and myseU^ whidb 1 dare beheye will extend 
^ my ]sfo*a poor nemnimt 

. IttMed^ately on 'his return-, fiofn'- Scod^^ 'hc^;;Ottt; 
idwidff' -indoine, ' erected' a;..iincndiiiM3|t^'fo.:;C^ 

eye; its 'modett/'.fMraiie^of'.msr to'Jiudir 
heart. ' - , / "'-r-';;"":'' 

in nty -di«smM<fdM% 
for hii'.titund^ Gkaaiiil 
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adverse fires of the contending parties. It consisted 
of a man and his wife, three children, and the aged 
grandfather. 

The husband implored Captain Hastings, who had 
expressed humane compassion for them, to use Hs 
interest to procure their passport from tW scene of 

S sril. It was two days before it could be obtained. 

astings then flew to the sufferers, informing them 
that he had not only obtained the desired grant, but 
also that of a regimental cart to convey them from that 
perilous situation. 

Ah, Sir! exclaimed the unhappy man, weeping, 
your goodness comes too late. Wo have not tasted 
food these two days; my wife, my father, my infants 
are perishing. Too weak to travel, we must stay and 
die. Captam Hastings instantly took the wallet from 
his shoulder, which contained that day’s provision, 
and placed it before the famished man; he also begged 
ftOin^ brother-officers a portion of theirs, sufficient 
to fainting strength of the whole gtoiip, 

vtoo* delivered from impendr^ death, doubtless 'ivent 
dii their way blessing thdr kmd and generous pre- 
'■searvta:./': 

next morning Sir David Baird came up to 
Maa^dags - *You have led your compjmy i^^ 

take toem Instahtiy into one of Ito^ 
'■ '^c,.; moment , he ■ had' uttored these'' 

pc^^ caimon-baE tom off' CaptotoH^ 
Idl ttwn, and dashtol to piects tiie bead dT te 
'“‘’and 3hmtonswt^;#ltose:'hTtoaSi torn 
ii4i#i;|d6bd, filed the collar of hit' 

bii% wi-to'''ldi:'aim.h«^h^litof' 
'^^ed a ^quarter of. a ’utile through *1 
r;> hav^ '|xisiM 
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bbody coUiur, added ihetr torraoits in these pain* 
ful b<Mn9. At length he was removed to the com* 
mimry^s house, who resigned his bed to him, and 
Witched him, and comforted him with a brothei^i 
Itindficss. 

The fc|tilariiy of the luffcrcr’s past life, the tweet- 
noNi of hw temper, and hb cheerful patience, made 
recovery rapid. He had no fever, though much 
annoyed by strange nervous sensations, which rcftte- 
•ented the lost arm and hand as still attached to hb 



rirnif 








body, with perpetual convulsive openings and ckmngs 
of the tma|tnary hngers, which ohon seem to da^t 
ihnur naib into the clenched palm. He has not, m 
dib instaiit, hxii the incanant recurrence of these ertud 
scnbitaom, which must be as though the phantom of a 
<1^ d^paile^ were ever in one’s s%ht, mute, 

Cm hb lKH»e-vo^^^^ he was diradfuUy a^ 
&»<i»aequ«t^ 

ilpuiist die iddes of 

■b»'«^'ha:'t(r^dt''lie''iay.. ^ ‘"'X: 

.On ^ dHast month he walked into my 

S amd etnacaated, Irat tnttliuig 

tbmpl^flmhwo^ Kevwwwe 

HI m^a^bd in my «ml; dmy shook my 

lU.lteids I: 'tnn^'hifCfs 
1 eoaphtt iPT 
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their cause. Recomi^ense! - alas, nor professional 
rank, nor ail Ae gold in the treasury can do that; but 
a portion of it for his dear childrens sake would be 
welcome. Adieu! 


(The following letter, addressed to the editor of her 
poetical works, Sir Walter Scott, was the last of Anna 
Seward’s to be printed. Scott introduced it in these 
words: Tn March 1809, the editor had the pain of 
receiving the last farewell of his honoured friend. It 
is written at intervals, and the handwriting gradually 
degenerates from the ^stinct and beautiful manuscript 
which Miss Seward used to write, into a scrawl so 
feebly traced as to be nearly illegible,’) 


You may belieye, dear and admired friend, it was 
no trivial cause, no idle procrasdnation, that kept me 
silent four months and a week to a letter of yours, the 
humoiir, wit-k and kindness of which recompensed its 
delay.-'. , '-Early .-.in 'our ■■ -late - Siberian'; ',I)eceml&,' '.'I'-vWas" ' 
pionodng to addrcsss y when a violet fever,^^^^ 
alarming haemorhage seized my weak frame. 

Ihiring five days and nights, it put my Hfe into peril. 
In al! that time I was unable to swallow the least atom 


solids, whilst my thiist was r^hg and uhquenqh- 
klw. ^ the 6th day the fever abated and some, d 
of appetite retumed i hut the disease has shook my 
frame' to-its/foundatiDn. '-'The fever -■abntodi-'.hd'f"'' ■- 
it ^ snbducd. Scpietimes I have a few hotos 
(, but my pulse remaining at and 60 

my pRilse of health, dm medical people wiB^^^^ n^^^ 
f»t to my takinw the hmrk. ^ M writing is fc^md 

, imoj fedeed,- its cficct ; is sufcci^dy forewarning* 

Ibl msmm^ I begin to think intensely, the falls 
my toad, a ietijargic sensaticm creeps oym’ .m 
mid I <fee. Not more than by a page a day shap J 


I in \. \ \ m > I < if I 1 1 I r> 

rp>w>m {or wniuin» to lu»\r wintf n to \ou sooner; 
gr^tiHifle, ami ihe d» mir » f pir jitintj vou ssith one 
olthr thrierrtpji .v.ludiim imnn lumul, Mi Miind\, 
hf* wni im to p!< 'iH i» thru thotmi Inends. 
Ihini}(h pnntftl, u i» uat piblishtd anrl umseqyrntly 
uiipuii-haaalile 


Mofifl t\ I ph «){ Marr h. 

So fai uas \MHOii Mom! in ihi »ith of tins month, 
when .njaui the Irthaun i n pi on I fill .i\lrcp, and 
asNoke m a iai»mfi; ftvi i ami his;h (l» Inium Next day, 
aflri a dreadful mphi, the pliNsuian ordered me to 
Jov »ia ouiwes of hiiHitj, aiui that not rn the slightest 
degree abating the fiser, he took six mmies more on 
the es'e, and all ssithout eilei t I Itr I all the projn of 
my life giving way, and piobably this is the last time 
I shall ever 'write anything in the shape of a letter; but 
I have procured a frank, and am unwilling it should 
be useless. It is for Thunilay next Ckmnidering my 
pains, my raging thirst, my utter debility, it would be 
a merry if I should not be In existeni e on that day. 

If I knew where to find you, I would send the copy 
of Mundy’s Poems, but I am loth to put you to the 
expence: of its carriage, except I shoultt sena it to you 
m iondon. I am not able, to add more than what 
X think will be my last benediction on you and yours. 
Ot what a blesring is a sudden death ! 1 always prayed 
finr it, but am not worthy to liave my prayer griuited. 

X thank you for all your kindness, and for the delight- 
&t hours your talenti have given me. 


AffeetiaDatdy your finend, 

A. Sjustakd. 


It li tlnuuKlay, and each intervcniiMf day duct X 

ilMplW mtmt mm mmSIt ImtfO mmm mlWm IIW« 

W ,d||S|[|P^|^fl|||^^ liiidhtili laiM mi- . ..x a d a.. W ^ .iM. aBiJikua ‘^jmSiir^rk Si^uittbiAdh a^bjjPiyilhJlpV 

^ f^pp ipaMiMm HAiori wiolo oir Walter oooifi 
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‘was too true an augury of the event which it antici- 
pated. Upon Thursday, the 23rd of March, 1809, 
Miss Seward was seized with an universal stupor, 
which continued until the 25th, at six o’clock in the 
evening, when she expired ’) 
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